Crashing And Burning 


Author: The_Elder 

Bands: Guns N Roses 

Characters: Axl Rose, Duff McKagan, Izzy Stradlin, Slash, Steven Adler 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon May I5 2017 13:02:52 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


The One With The Letter 


Author's Notes: 
This is one of those stories that start out kind of slow, so try and bear with me. 


The suspense had been killing me all day. Right when he had left for work, Izzy told me to read what was in 
the envelope. The envelope. When we had first moved in together, Izzy had given me an envelope with strict 
instructions not to open it until he told me to. He almost cut off one of my fingers when he saw me try to 
open it. Since then, | made a promise to myself that | would forget it existed until he told me to open it. | 
guess today was the day. 


As soon as | walked in the door, | made a beeline for my book collection | had hidden the envelope in one of 
them, one of the really old ones, that | had only owned because it was in a box marked ‘Free’ on the side of 
the road. It looked somewhat entertaining because of the skull and the bird on the cover. But for the life of 


me, | couldn't remember the title. 


After going through my entire collection, | finally found it in the very bottom of the stack. ‘Great Tales Of 
Edgar Allan Poe’. Couldn't have been that great, if | hadn't even bothered to read it. 


| flipped through the pages, pausing occasionally to sneeze. Damn, it really was a dusty book. 
The slightly crinkled envelope fell out of the pages, with my name being the only blemish on the white paper. 


As | slid a finger under the flap of the envelope, | realized my hands were shaking. Shaking? Me? Was | really 
that excited? | pulled out a sheet of paper from the envelope, leaned back against the wall and started to read: 


Dear Axl, 
| hope you waited until | told you to open this to open it. Otherwise, you're in for some serious shit. 


Okay, now that's out of the way, pay attention while you read this: forget me. Forget | ever existed. | know 
that sounds like it's asking a lot, but you have to, for your own safety. Get rid of all my stuff and just... | 
dunno, burn it or give it to charity or something. Do everything you can to erase me from the world. If the 
government finds out that you ever knew me, they will torture you damn near to death for any information 


about me. 


l'm wanted now, in all 50 states. Instantaneous death penalty, without even a trial. You've probably figured out 
why exactly I'm wanted, but I'm not giving you any more details. It's dangerous, Ax, and you've got some sort 
of a future here, so don't let it go to shit just because of me. Don't follow me, don't try to track me down, 


and don't do anything stupid. 


| just want you to know that you're my best friend, and | wouldn't have traded the years | spent with you for 
anything. You're the best thing that fell into my crazy, fucked-up life, and for that, | thank you. 


Forget me, Izzy. 


| crumpled up Izzy's note and threw it at the wall. That was it? Almost five fucking years, and that's all | get? 
What kind of proper goodbye was that? And what was he talking about, being wanted? Izzy wasn't the reckless 
one, that was always me. | did the stupid things that got the both of us in trouble. The biggest crime he had 


ever pulled off alone was tracking down a pot dealer and becoming a regular customer. 


Tears stung the corners of my eyes and | bit my lip as | rubbed them away angrily. | didn't know what the hell 
he was talking about, me ‘probably already figuring out why he was wanted’. Man, | didn't have a fucking clue. 
Izzy didn't want to break the law, and always tried to talk me out of it whenever | did. Nothing added up. Isn't 
that a great boost of self-esteem, can't even figure out what kind of law-breaking my best friend was doing 


for at least 5 years. 


What kind of fucking future did he think | had here? It was because of him that I'd come to this city of movie 
stars and talk-show hosts. That's all it was since music was outlawed. | remember that day. It was almost I5 
years ago. Soldiers stormed every town in the country and took everything that made music, recordings, 


instruments, and even speakers. They burned it all in a huge bonfire. 


Since then, the government tried to get us to act like everything was normal, but that was total bullshit. 
Everyone just lives in fear of the president. They say he once pulled a guy's head off with his bare hands. 


It fucking sucks. The whole word fucking sucks. And with Izzy gone, it sucks even more. 


The One With The Discovery 


| was sitting against the wall, slumped in a defeated sort of position My mind was in a whir of activity, with 
only a few coherent thoughts making themselves known. Izzy was... gone, and not coming back. He had told me 
to burn his belongings or give them away to charity. | can go through Izzy's stuff. Simple enough task; l'd done 
it before, but | was usually looking for something in particular during those times. For some reason, the 


assignment seemed impossible. How could | just erase my best friend from my memory? 
You can't. You have to go out and find him. 


What the fuck are you talking about? lzzy fold you to forget about him. You just have to go through his stuff and 


clear it out for a new roommate. Easy, 


| dug my fingers through my hair and grit my teeth together. Fucking interior monologues. They never fucking 


shut up, and gave me headaches like nobody's business. 

Hey, Izzy dragged you out here. You're his problem. All in it together, right? 
But what about the note? 

Fuck the note. 


"Would the two of you just SHUT THE HELL UP?" | yelled out loud. When neither of them responded 
sarcastically, | sighed with relief. Their arguing is usually what made me do stupid things in the first place. 
Some would call it insanity. | call them my interior monologues. Sometimes, when | just have had enough of 
their bickering, | actually take their advice, and nothing good ever comes of it. This may be one of those times. 
Izzy's always been a touchy subject between the two, and once they get started on something, they won't stop 
for a while. 


Bold may have been onto something, when it said | should go look for Izzy, but Italics had a point that | should 
clean out his room. It may be that Izzy had something hidden away that he wanted me to find. Seems like him. 
Hide clues within the note. 


| slowly stood up and picked up the note as | went across the hall to Izzy's room. As | opened the door, | was 
bombarded with an overwhelming stench of sweat, pot, and a little cologne. 


The three ingredients to make an Izzy. Bold commented. | glared, trying to direct it towards Bold. | knew full well 
that Bold was just a voice, but that didn't make it safe from my fury. 


| shoved past the door and tried to avoid stepping on anything but the floor. As | tiptoed, | remembered back 
to twenty seconds ago when | thought Izzy was one of the most organized people | knew. But that was before 
reality slapped my in the face. 


Once | got to the middle of the room, | surveyed the work | had ahead of me. Books piled to the ceiling in one 
corner, (Thats actually pretty decorative. You could use that. Italics pointed out. | couldn't say | disagreed) 
clothes and various papers littered the floor, and a small desk beside his bed. Probably his writing desk. 


Izzy spent hours in here on weekends, and a fair while after work, as well. But he never let me read it. 
Whenever I'd ask, he'd brush me off and tell me maybe when he's finished or change the subject. Well, Izzy's 


not here, so... 


| made my way over to the desk and plucked the top sheet off a stack of papers with mysterious scribblings 
on them. The paper | had selected had no symbols, but started with ‘Dear Axl. A second note? | sat on his bed 
and started to read. 


Dear Axl, 


| suppose you're going to have to come into my room to get rid of my stuff. Sorry | didn't have time to 
straighten up, but you know how much of your time evading the law takes up. | know | said in my last note 
that you could either burn stuff or give it away, but you have to burn it. Every piece of paper in this room 
can't exist. Most of the books, too. | wrote in a lot of them. Burn them, Axl. I'm dead fucking serious. 


Burn then, Izzy. 

| reached down to the floor and picked up a handful of papers. They all had the same weird markings on them, 
5 lines with little spaces between them going across, with several groups of 5 lines all the way down the page. 
Besides that, there were little circles scattered around the lines. Some were colored in, and some weren't. Some 
had little sticks pointing up or down, and some were just circles. 

| stared at the pages, trying to make some sort of rhyme or reason out of them, but there was nothing 
except sticks and circles. After studying a dozen or so pages, | came across one page with words underneath 
each circle. There seemed to be a syllable for each circle. Wait a minute. 


These pages, Izzy running away, the long hours of being shut in his room... It all added up. 


lzzy was a musician! 


The One With The Dealers 


That sneaky little son of a bitch. He was pulling off one of the most illegal crimes for five years and he never 
told me about it? Man, | could have helped! We could have been actual partners in crime. Real crime, not just 
those petty teenage crimes. Think of the fun we could have had. | was disappointed in Izzy. Truly disappointed in 


his judge in character. 


Maybe he didn't tell you ‘cause you're a crazy nutjob who would blow the entire operation | huffed at the 


voice in my head. 
"I would not have blown the operation, thank you very much." 
Not intentionally, but you probably would be in jail by now if zzy had let you in on it 


"Your faith in me is astounding, guys." | said, seething. | could sense the voices in my head grinning evilly. 


Unhelpful fuckers. | looked back down to the papers in my hand, with curiosity intruding on my thoughts. 
Wonder what they sound like, or if they're any good 

I'm wondering the same thing, Italics." | whispered. "But Izzy's gone; there's no way to find out.” 

That's not true. Admittedly, there is no legal way, but there is a way. Remember the guys Nikki was talking 
about who hung out where the Whiskey used to be? | nodded, remembering the story my buddy Nikki had told 
me about two dealers he had hired once. What were their names? 

Sluff and Dash? Yeah, something like that. Should | go to the old Whiskey? 

Yes. One can't say | argue with Bold when its right. This is one of those times. 

HHH 

| was making my way through the alleys of LA, with probably every piece of music Izzy had ever written. 
Italics was sort of fighting me and Bold, but we were ignoring it. Italics was the wettest blanket amongst the 
three of us. 

This isn’t smart. Curiosity killed the cat, remember? 

Can it. Besides, satisfaction brought it back 

"Could you two shut the hell up for a minute? If you two keep talking, I'm gonna keep talking, then I'm gonna 


get caught. That's not gonna help anyone." When no one answered, | slinked along the wall and checked out the 
street. 


You don't even know if Sluff and Dash are still at the Whiskey. | mean theyre dealers; they've probably moved on, 
Just like lzzy did | glared at Italics, even though | knew it was useless. 


"You think | don't know that? It doesn't hurt to try. Besides, they might know where Izzy went." 
Yeah, most dealers know each other. Keep up with the music business, and the like. 


"We're about two blocks away from the Whiskey, and I'd prefer not to look like a fucking lunatic when I'm 
talking to them, so could you keep your fucking bright ideas to yourselves?" | wished that | could see the two 
of them, so | could tell whether they were occupied elsewhere in my brain, sulking or just biding their time, 


ready to say something at the worst possible time. 


A few blocks later, | looked up to see the ‘world-famous Whiskey-A-Go-Go'. It had been bought and sold many 
times in the past I5 years, but was never brought back to its original glory, where the musicians of LA would 
gather and play music. It was abandoned since before | had come to LA. Boards across the doors and windows, 
paint peeling, remaining posters water-stained and faded. Since | was here for illegal business, | went around 


back and snuck under the boards in the broken door. 


Once the streetlights were out of my sight, two hands grabbed me and pulled me back against the wall. | felt 
the pinch of a blade against my neck. 


"Who the fuck are you and what the fuck are you doing here?" | had to resist the urge to grin. Sweet! | had 
found them. 


"lm Axl Rose. I'm looking for two music dealers. | was told | could find them here." | said, keeping my voice 


steady. 


"Which two? This is LA; there's a shitton of music dealers in this city." A different voice said Damn, | wished | 


could see how many of them there were, but it was too fucking dark 
‘lm a little fuzzy on their names. | think it was Sluff and Dash, if | remember right." 
It didn't matter which two we found; they're all the same! | ignored Bold and tried to keep a straight face. 


"I think he may be legit, kid. You can let him go." The blade around my neck dropped and | heard footsteps 


walking around to my front. 
"Who told you about us?" | allowed myself to grin as | answered. 
"Nikki Sixx" | heard brief chuckles. 


"How drunk was he when he Told you?" | chuckled a little at the memory. 


"He passed out pretty much when the words were out of his mouth." The chuckles got slightly louder. 
"Sounds like Nikki." Once the chuckles died down, they started talking again. 


"Turn on the lights, kid. | think Axl here is alright” The lights suddenly turned on, nearly blinding me. They were 
so much brighter than the ones | had at home. 


The person who was standing in front of me had his arms crossed and was almost a head taller than me. He 
looked like a musician, with his sprayed up blond hair and eyeliner highlighting his glare. His counterpart looked 
like his polar opposite. He was wearing a black top hat over a headful of what can only be described as ‘brown 


poof". 
"You're Dash, right?" | asked the blond He smirked a little. 


"Duff, actually, and this is Slash." He said, gesturing. "Now, you've got something for us, right? Don't waste our 


time." 


The One With The Deal 


| blinked a few times, still registering the fact that | had found actual musicians. 


What are you talking about? You obviously lived with one for five years. | mentally rolled my eyes at Bold and 
handed Duff the papers in my hand. 


"| do. My roommate wrote them, and he, uh, left them for me. I'm just sorta curious." | explained. Duff didn't 
respond, just started thumbing through the pages, his brow furrowing and his lips moving, It looked sort of like 
he was singing out the melody. 


That is so fucking cool! He can just make music in his brain out of those lines and dots! How does anyone even do 
that? | almost shrugged before realizing that a shrug out of nowhere would seem pretty suspicious. Like | was 
wearing a wire or something. | already knew they had a blade, and had already pressed it to my throat without 


them having any major suspicions of me. Who knows what they would do when they did suspect me. 


Duff had been taking a few seconds to look at every page, but paused for a much longer time at a page 
somewhere in the middle. He snapped his fingers towards Slash, looking sort of excited 


"Hey, kid! Come over here and tell me this thing doesn't sound like that thing Izzy played for us." 
How do these clowns know Izzy? 


They're musicians, too. Izzy probably knows most or all of the musicians in LASlash sauntered over from the 
instruments and peered around Duff's arm. 


"Duff, man, | can't fucking see. You're too tall." He whined. Duff smirked and lowered the papers from his face. 
Slash's brown poof hung down in front of his face, but he seemed to be closely observing the paper as Duff. 


"Izzy's your roommate?" | nodded. 


"He was. He left me a note saying he was leaving, then another that told me to burn all of his music. | plan to 


follow up on what he asked, but | was-" 


"Curious, we know. You wouldn't believe how many people we get in here with stories almost exactly like yours." 


Duff said, looking up. 


"Half the people caught in the music business are just poor saps like you who were curious. Curiosity killed the 
red-headed cat." He smirked. | swallowed. | don't know what it was about Duff, but he made me nervous. 


HE IS A PROFESSIONAL CRIMINAL! F I WASN'T A VOICE IN YOUR HEAD, ID BITCH-SLAP YOU TO NEXT WEEK! 
THERE'S NO REASON NOT TO BE NERVOUS! 


Chill the fuck out. | was still trying to ignore my interior monologues, but they were being particularly difficult 
about it. There was a short fuse left before | started talking out loud. 


The two of them reached the end of the papers and whispered briefly. 


"We can help you out, but there's a lot here; its not going to be cheap." Duff warned. My face immediately 
fell. Oh, right. Payment. Shit. 


"Um, about that." | started. Slash turned around and stalked back to the instruments. Duff ran his fingers 
through his hair and poofed it slightly. 


"Axl, think about this logically. If you had come here to hire us for murder, would you have come empty- 


handed?" 
He has a point, you know. 


Yeah, what were you thinking, bonehead? Murder's almost as bad as music nowadays. What's fo prevent him from 


sitting your throat for wasting his time? Fucking Italics; it was making me goddamned nervous. 


"Tell you what, Axl. Since | like you, and since | like the carrot-top thing you've got going on, and since you're a 
friend of Izzy's, l'm going to cut you a deal. We can't play everything here for free, that's not how this 
business works. However, we can play whichever single song you choose from this collection if you give us a 
hand with the packing we have to do. Sound fair?" How was it that Duff was able to sound so ominous with all 
that hair? He was like an evil doll. 


Who's Slash, then? The possessed kid that goes with the doll? | ignored Bold and nodded, accepting Duff's offer. 
He handed me back the papers and joined Slash by their instruments in the corner. | flipped through them, 
glancing at the ones that had words to go with them. | stopped at one where the words sounded familiar. 


Where had | heard these words before? 
Isn't this basically what he said the day the cops pulled him over for the nose ring? 
Yeah, yeah He was definitely yelling something about the cops. And asking what you thought about them 


"He was writing a song with what | said?" | asked, trying to keep my voice low. | joined Duff and Slash by their 


instruments, marveling at how things as simple as they looked could keep such extraordinary promises. 


"Picked one?" Slash asked. | nodded, handing him the sheet. He and Duff looked it over and Duff sat behind the 
drum kit as Slash picked up a guitar. With four taps of his drumsticks, the two criminals in front of me 
launched into the song. But it wasn't just a song. ‘Song’ is Too inadequate of a word. It was music, and oh, God, 


how | had missed it. 


The One With The Offer 


It was beautiful, the combination of sounds put together, woven like the finest cloth, but it was missing 
something. Even with Slash's fingers working the strings on his guitar, and Duff adding bulk and volume to the 


melody, it didn't sound complete. It sounded like Izzy had written it for more than two instruments. 
Yeah, that's it. 
And a singer. There's words on the page, so zy meant for there fo be a singer. 


That too. You should sing. | grimaced at Bold's suggestion. | don't sing. Haven't sang ever since it was deemed 
illegal. | hadn't liked singing even before. 


So youre just going to waste your one song chance on an incomplete song? Its not right without singing, and you 


know it. | rolled my eyes. 

"You fuckers aren't going to let it drop, are you. Fine, Ill sing" | muttered, low enough so that Duff and Slash 
wouldn't be able to hear me over their instruments. | walked behind the two of them and started reading from 
the page: 

"They push me in a corner just to get me to fight but they won't touch me" | tried to match the words to 
the song as best as | could, but the two of them still gawked at me and stopped playing. | looked at them 
quizzically. 

"What?" 

"Axl, why'd you hire us if you're a musician, too?" Duff asked, setting down his sticks and standing up. 
What'choo talkin’ ‘bout, Willis? 


‘I'm no musician. | can't play anything, not like you guys can. You're musicians." | protested. 


"So are you. You sing like nothing I've ever heard before. You sounded like a totally different person" Slash 
added, poofing the hair beneath his hat. 


"So what? Singers aren't musicians." | said, backing up a little. | couldn't tell quite what they were planning. 
"Axl, do us a favor." Duff started. 
Nothing good ever starts with those words 


You're screwed, dude. Duff must have noticed my expression change as my interior monologues were talking, 


because he smirked. 


"Relax, you'll come out of it unscathed. | just want to start the song over with you singing from the beginning. 


Ive got a theory, and this is the test? 
"Why?" | asked, without thinking. Duff rolled his eyes, and | think Slash did too, but | couldn't really tell 
"You'll find out when the song's over. Now get over here and start doing your thing” 

Do what he says and you probably won't get hurt 


Or he could be secretly recording you and sell you out to the police so that you can't tell anyone where they 
are. But, you know, probably the first thing. 


"Gee, thanks." | growled. 

"You say something?" Duff asked, looking up from the sheet. | shook my head quickly. Fucking interior 
monologues. That was strike one. Two more strikes and | was going to see a shrink or get an exorcism or 
something. | walked back to where | had been standing to sing, between the two guys with hair that was much 
too big. 

Once everyone was in place, Duff tapped his sticks together four times and the two of them launched back 
into the song. It was a lot more nerve-wracking listening to the song the second time, when | was expected to 


not mess up. 


You won't mess up; you're a musician, kid, now knock ‘em fucking dead! | smiled at Bold, for seemingly the first 


time in a long while. Duff nodded at me when it was my cue, and | opened my mouth. 


"Been hidi out and layin low, it's nothin’ new to me." It felt... right. It felt like | was supposed to be singing, that 
it was why | had been put here. Why Izzy had led me to LA. 


To break one of the country’s strictest laws with one of the most severe punishments? 

To travel around with two hairy guys who may or may not be gay for each other? 

To charge people for taking part in what should be a celebrated tradition? Before Bold could have its say, | gave 
my most furious glare. No, my cause was... okay those two fuckers were right. Those were the reasons Izzy 


had brought me to LA. Before | knew it, we were reaching the end of the song. 


"Take that one to heart!" | screamed, even though it wasn't written on the paper. As we finished, | got two 


wide grins from either side. 


"My theory was right!" Duff exclaimed. 


"Will you explain your fucking theory to me, already?" | asked, exasperatedly. 


"You should come with us. We need a singer, cause a lot of people complain that we didn't properly perform 


their music." He explained, excitedly. 
"What about me?" Slash asked, feigning indignance. "| didn't do too badly on that last gig." Duff sighed. 


"Sorry kid, but you did. No offense, but you can't really sing.” He turned back to me. "So, will you do it? Wanna 


live a life of danger and excitement?" He asked. 

Yes. 

Yes 

Well, the interior monologues had their minds made up. | didn't know what to say. 

"You said Izzy had disappeared, right?" Duff pushed. | nodded slowly. "We know every medium-to-high profile 
musician within 200 miles. You stay with us, and eventually, we'll find someone who's seen Izzy." When | didn't 


answer right away, Duff leaned forward. 


"Please Axl, we can't fucking afford having Slash as a singer. More than one guy demanded his money back; if 
you don't join, we're going to be flat broke." He whispered. After another second of consideration, | nodded. 


"lm in" 


The One With The Celebration 


Author's Notes: 
l'm not proud of this chapter, but it had to be written | had really bad writer's block, and just couldn't figure 
the chapter out. 


"All right! We've got a singer! We've got a singer!" Duff yelled happily, almost dancing around the drum kit, but 
stopping suddenly when he saw Slash standing with his arms crossed. 


‘Once again, no offense, kid" He said, a deeply apologetic look on his face. After a second of awkward silence, 


Slash burst out laughing. 
"l'm just fucking with ya, Duff. We're gonna kick fucking ass as a trio!" Duff exhaled, looking relieved. 


"Had me nervous for a second there, kid. What say we do a little celebrating?" He looked over at me. "Take 


your pick, Axl. You're the guest of honor; we've got all the basics." 

VODKA! 

BEER! 

"Vodka beer." | declared. Duff laughed. 

"I like the cut of your jib. Haven't had that combo in.. what was it, Slash? Month or two?" Slash shrugged. 

"At least. Don't remember what we were doing that night" He sauntered into a hallway for a moment, but 
returned with beers, a bottle and a half of vodka, and a crazed grin. Duff took the half-empty bottle from him 
and raised an eyebrow. 

"Thirsty on your long walk from the van?" He asked. 

"Extremely. It's, like, probably 50 feet away. | was going to die of thirst without it" Slash protested. As time 
passed, | learned something about my two new brothers: they drink like fucking fish! We were out no more 
than 2 hours later, and | had only had a single beer. Not them, though. They were laughing more than talking, 
and Slash was just sort of muttering incoherently about having to try and find a copy of the doors, whatever 
that meant. 

Probably music 


Or he's drunk out of his gourd 


Yeah, probably both. 
"Du' man, we.. we hafta find da doors. Like, we hafta find ‘em now." He slurred, leaning against the amp. 


"No, no, kid. Doors... don' exist an'more. Won’ find da doors if we trie" Duff answered. He seemed to be almost 
as drunk as Slash, maybe more. The two of them were basically passed out. "Bu' you know wha'? We can play 
ins'ruments. We can play da doors, ya know? Get you gwitar, ‘n' star’ playin." He added. Slash's poof wiggled 
slightly around his face as he stood up. 


If they get through a single song without passing out, Im an eagle. 


| was just sort of standing off to the side, watching the chaos unfold, and praying that Duffs drum sticks 
weren't going to go flying. 


"Axl, dude, ya gotta sing. You gotta deep voic', jus’ like Morrison. Know any Doors songs?" Duff asked. | 
shrugged. 


"Not really. | could probably muddle through Break On Through, but it wouldn't be very good." The two must 
have only heard the first part of what | said, because the two of them started playing something that maybe 
could have been distinguishable as a Doors song. Without the keyboard, it didn't sound right at all. Oh, well. It 


didn't have to sound right; we were just having fun. 


"You know the day destroys the night. Night divides the day. Try to run, try to hide. BREAK ON THROUGH TO 
THE OTHER SIDE!" The first part went well, but that was all | remembered from the album | had when | was 1. 


Panicking, | sorta mumbled the next few words, but was interrupted by a cheerful voice behind me. 

"But can you still recall the time we cried? BREAK ON THROUGH TO THE OTHER SIDE!" The music stopped 
instantaneously and Duff jumped up, extracting a blade from his back pocket. By the time | had turned around, 
Duff was pinning a shorter blonde to the wall, the blade at his throat. 


"Who are you, and what the fuck are you doing here?" He growled. The blonde's grin was immediately replaced 


by a look of sheer terror. 


‘lm Steven, and l'm being pinned to the wall" He squeaked. Duff's snarl intensified and he shoved harder. "I just 
heard the Doors, and | was wondering if Jim had come back yet, like he said he would" Steven whimpered. 


ls Duff always this defensive, or is he just a mean drunk? 
I'm gonna say he's always just cautious." | whispered. 


"Please, man, let me down | won't tell anyone, | swear. Plus, I'm a musician, too.” He continued. This seemed to 


spark Duff's interest. 


"You're a musician? What do you play?" 

"Drums. l'm a drummer." 

"We've already got a drummer." Duff said, retracting the blade. 

"But our drummer also plays bass, so, show us what you've got, Steven" Slash said, still holding his guitar. 
Holy shit, can that man hold his alcohol. Steven nodded and slid under Duff's arm to the drum kit. It was only 
then that | noticed he had a small, stuffed elephant with him. As calmly as he could, he set the elephant on 
top of the bass drum, picked up the sticks and went to work, pounding out the loudest, most insane solo | had 
heard, probably ever. After almost two minutes, he hit the cymbal one final time and looked up. 

"How was that?" He asked, grinning again. Duff blinked a few times before he spoke. 

"What's with the elephant?" Steven looked down and picked it up. 

"This is Stacy. She taught me drums, and | can't play without her, so | take her everywhere." He explained. 


This guy is either stupid or creepy, | cant fell 


"Well, you're a great drummer, and in this business, more music is better." Slash said. "Can we keep him, Duff? 


Huh? Can we?" He asked, hands clasped together and a pout adorring his face. 
"Yeah, Duff. Can you keep me?" Steven asked. Duff rolled his eyes. 
"Yes, Slash, we can keep him. But you have to be responsible for feeding and watering him." He warned. The 


three of them exploded in a fit of laughter, and for this one, | joined them. These three fuckers were nuts, but 


they were my new brothers. 


The One With The Story 


| spent the night in the Whiskey with my new band of brothers. Well, what was left of it anyway. It was nearly 
sunrise when Duff and Slash had passed out in what seemed to be the most uncomfortable positions possible. 
Slash was draped over the amp, with his limbs flopped over the edges and Duff was on his knees in front of 
the drummer stool with his head on it. Steven wasn't passed out yet, however. He was playing with his 
elephant. Cuddling it, dancing around with it, whispering to it. 

There was something fascinating about Steven He wasn't like anyone else in this town. He had a bizarre 


innocence about him, like the harsh reality of reality hadn't hit him yet. 
Or he's an incurable optimist. 


"I hope so. It's sort of endearing." | said. Realizing | had said that out loud, my hand flew to my mouth. Steven 


looked up, his ever-lasting grin still on his face. 
"You say something, Axl?" | shook my head and walked over to him. 
"So... Steve. What's your story?" | asked. He shrugged. 


"What do you want to know?" | looked around, trying to find something to ask him about and my eyes settled 


on his elephant. 
"Where'd you get the elephant?" Steven lifted it up and cuddled it closer to his chest. 


| found Stacy in a Hallmark in a mall. Like, | was just walking past it, trying to figure out what to eat, and | 
heard this voice, you know. | started following it. It was telling me to go somewhere, and l'm like, ‘where?', but 
its not answering, you know. As l'm walking towards the Hallmark, the voice keeps getting louder. It's saying 
that, yeah, you're getting closer. 


So, right when the voice is loudest, I'm standing in front of the rack of stuffed animals, and the voice is telling 
me to pick one. | picked out a tiger, ‘cause it looked the coolest, but the voice said that it wasn't the right one, 
so | put it back and tried again. Man, | picked out almost every animal on that rack The employees are giving 

me shit about the pile of stuffed animals at my feet, so | told them to fuck off. They didn't like that, so they 


called security. 


So, l'm standing there in a pile of stuffed animals that went up to my ass, and | hear these footsteps coming 
closer. I'm fucking freaking out, man. So | just grabbed the next one on the rack, shoved it in my coat and got 


the hell out of the mall. 


Once l'm out of sight, | take it out of my coat, and it's Stacy. The voice says one last thing, it says | chose 
right, then disappears, poof, never hear from it again. So, l'm wondering why it told me to take Stacy, when she 
starts talking. 


Yeah, she introduces herself and tells me that l'm supposed to play drums. I'm confused, you know, because 
she's a stuffed elephant, and not supposed to be able to talk, but she tells me to quit being stupid, because 
obviously she's talking. 


| stuff Stacy back in my coat and take her home, then | go to bed, hoping it's some sort of fucked up dream. | 
wake up the next day, and she's just sitting there, looking all impatient at me. We start arguing, you know, 
because | didn't want to play drums, but she's just sitting there, telling me | have to, that it's my destiny, or 
some shit like that. So, to shut her up, | take her and | start trying to track down anyone with a drum kit. 


Found a kid, too. Damn near cost me an arm and a leg. Son of a bitch. 


| take Stacy, and | put her on top of the bass drum, just like | did just now. Stacy tells me to just play 
something, so | do. | just start wailing on those motherfuckers and the kid's jaw fucking drops to the floor. He 


gives me most of my money back, ‘cause he says you gotta pay musicians for a show. 


That was three, no, four years ago, now. We've been getting along much better since then. Been traveling 
around with Stacy, just trying to find a steady band, and now I've found one." He concluded, happily. My jaw 
dropped. How was it possible for someone to talk that much in one sitting? 


Maybe he's some sort of freakish never-endedly talking marshmallow. Plus, he thinks that a voice called him to 
a talking stuffed elephant. 


At least he's entertaining. We're going to be spending a lot of tme with all these guys, so its good that at least one 
of them aren't boring 


But Steven's just so... 
True, but at least he's no Nikki 


"Well, l'm going to try and go find somewhere to sleep. Wanna come?" Steve asked. | shook my head and he 
shrugged. 


"Suit yourself” He left the main room and went into a hallway, muttering quietly to Stacy. | watched them 
leave, squinting to try and see if Stacy was actually talking or if Steven was just delusional. The elephant was 


just there. Not moving whatsoever. Fabulous; | was in a band with two drunks and a delusional marshmallow. 


The One With The Call 


As drunk as Duff was, he was still the first one out of any of us to wake up the next day. He didn't seem 
hungover, either. 


When | woke up from my corner of once-plush carpet, he was hunched over a small desk, with a pen in one 
hand and a phone in the other. | had only woken up because he was talking on the phone, somewhat excitedly. 
My eyelids unglued slowly and | glared at Duff's back. 

"Yeah, we got four now" he was saying. | checked my watch and moaned. How the fuck was he up already? 


That isn't possible. The human body shouldn't be able to do that. 


So not fair. Agreeing with the interior monologues hurt somewhat, but they were right. | turned over, away 


from the light coming from Duff's desk. 

Right as my eyes were closing again, he slammed down the receiver, stood up and yelled: "WE GOT ONE!" From 
the other room, | heard a shrill shriek and a painful-sounding thud. Slash crawled into the room, rubbing his 
head. 

"We've got one, do we, Janine?" He asked, sounding pitiful. Duff laughed. 


"Good, | was worried no one would get my Ghostbusters joke. But, yes, we've got a job." Steven bounded into 
the room, looking rested. 


HOW?! 


"What's this job, Duff?" He asked, trying to sling an arm around Duff's shoulders, but was only able to reach 


his neck. 

"This guy's looking for a house band for a week-long gig. He's willing to pay half up front” He explained Duff 
covered his mouth and coughed a little. | could have sworn | heard him mutter "Seattle". At this | stood up and 
walked over to the desk. 

"What was that, Duff?" | asked, innocently. He bit his lip briefly. 

"What? | was just telling everyone about our new job." He protested. | shook my head. 


"No, no. What was the cough all about?" After seeing the expectant faces from Slash and Steven, Duff sighed. 


"Okay, fine. The job's in Seattle. Besides pay for the gig, the guy also said he'd pay for all travel expenses." He 
admitted, sounding hopeful. Steven scrunched up his nose and cuddled his elephant. 


"Duff, Stacy and | think that maybe Seattle's too far away for just a gig.’ He said, quietly. 
Seattle. That is a ways away. 
Over 1000 miles, isn't it? 


Yeah, but think of it this way: how many people would phone around criminals in a city 1000 miles away, when 
there are most likely plenty within 2 miles of them? 


"That does sound fishy." | admitted, forgetting once again that there were two conversations going on, and | 


was only part of one if | considered myself sane. 


Its not fishy, Axl. | could have sworn I'd heard that guy somewhere before. Plus think of the money." Duff 
urged. 


A familiar-sounding guy who lives [000 miles away, who needs us for a week? Does that sound lke it could be lzzy 
or what? A lightbulb turned on in my head, and | think Italics flipped the switch. 


"Did the guy say what his name was?" | asked. Duff shook his head. 

"People don't really do that. They think that since we're criminals, we're dangerous or something. Usually, they 
just give us things we can refer to them as. This guy told me to call him Jeff” There went the second light 
bulb. 


"I think that might have been Izzy." | said. Slash looked up and parted the hair in front of his face like a curtain 


"You think? Man, ltd be great to hang around with Izzy again." He said, looking like he was having a few 
flashbacks. "Yeah, I'd go to Seattle." He shrugged. Duff turned to me expectantly. 


All that driving.. 

But the money. 

But... but.. 

And we might find Izzy. 
Damn it, you're right. 


‘Im in" | said, rolling my eyes. Duff and Slash grinned and the three of us turned towards Steven, who was still 


clinging onto his elephant. 


"Yeah, I'm in, but Stacy isn't too keen on the idea" He warned. "She says she's got a really bad feeling about 
going to Seattle." 


"| think we can take our chances." Duff insisted "But before we go to Seattle, we need a name for ourselves. 
Any ideas?" Slash groaned. 


"Dude, we've been trying to come up with a band name for almost a year, and we never get anywhere. Why 
can't we call ourselves something stupid like Guns N Roses or something?" Duff opened his mouth, looking like 
he was going to deliver a scathing retort, but the words seemed to get caught in his throat. 

"That's... that's actually not bad, kid. Any objections to us being Guns N Roses?" He asked. 

That's not bad. | sorta like that name. 


Yeah, | wouldn't mind being Guns N Roses. 


“Alright! GNR is going to Seattle!" 


The One With The Lazy Ass 


Once we had calmed down from our jubilancy at a new name and a new gig, Duff started directing everyone 


around. 

"Which of you has a driver's license?" He started off by asking. Slash blushed a little and turned away. 
What do you suppose that was about? 

Some sort of driving incident? 

‘Ive still got one, but its expired” | admitted. Duff rolled his eyes and looked at Steven 

"What about you. Steve? You said you had been traveling with Stacy." Steven nodded. 


"By using my pilot's license. | don't know the first thing about driving, but | could fly anything with wings." He 
offered. 


This guy thinks a fucking stuffed elephant has been talking to him, and he still has a valid pilot's license? 
Anyone else having ‘A-Team’ flashbacks? 


Vividly, 

Duff rubbed his face briefly. 

‘Okay, so the only one of us who can legally drive is me, so I'm going to go get the van. I'll be back in about 
two hours. When | get back, we can load up the gear and start for Seattle. Any questions?" Three heads shook 


at Duff and he started towards the back door of the Whiskey. 


Once his long form had disappeared through the door, Slash immediately skipped to the least stained-looking 
square of carpet and laid down. Steven raised an eyebrow in his direction 


"Whatch'ya doing Slasher? Aren't ya going to help us pack up all the instruments?" 
"| am" Slash yawned. 
"How?" 


"By not sleeping on them." Slash seemed to be falling asleep as he spoke. | didn't blame him. | had barely been 
able to sleep on carpet. He had been sleeping on top of an amp. But still.. 


Lazy ass. 


Yeah, that. 
| dragged Steven back to where the instruments were before he could ask Slash anything else. 
As | started hunting down cases for everything, Steven felt the urge to talk again 

‘Hey, Axl?" 

"Yeah?" 


"Is that your real name?" | turned around and stared at him in total confusion. "Like, your birth name?" He 


clarified. | swallowed. Of course he had to bring something like that up. 


Not his fault. He's just trying to make some small talk. For all he knows, you've been doing this as long as Duff and 
Slash 


"Um, its not my birth name, but | don't even know what is anymore." | admitted. 

NO! YOU FOOL! That's going to make him curious! 

Or he'll figure out its a touchy subject and ask about something else. 

"How can you not now your own name?" 

| stand corrected 

"My parents separated when | was two. | never knew my step-father wasn't my birth father until only a few 
years ago. | don't want to share a name with either of them, so | took my own" | explained. Steven nodded, 
looking like he understood. 

"l'm a little jealous. All you guys have such cool names. Axl sounds like a badass mechanic; like, don't fuck with 
him or he'll throw a wrench at you. Duff sounds like a brand of really expensive beer. And Slash, man, he 
sounds like a serial killer, or something. And then, I'm just Steven" He sounded so dejected and disheartened | 
almost felt like giving him a hug. 

"At least with Steven, there are so many variations of it. Let's see, you've got Steven, Stephen with a ‘ph’, 
Steve, Stevie, Stephanie..." | said, counting off all the Steven-related names | could think of. Steven seemed to 


brighten a little. 


"| guess that's true. Well, we should get packing if we want to be done before Duff gets back" He gingerly set 


Stacy on a nearby shelf and joined me in the hunt for cases. 


In no more than an hour, everything was in cases and by the door. Steven picked up Stacy from the shelf and 


surveyed the room, looking for anything we might have missed. 


"Well, we finished, with no help from Mr. LAZY ASS!" He said, yelling the last two words in the direction of 
where Slash was still sleeping. Slash groaned irritatedly in response. Seeing nothing else to gather together 
(besides our guitarist), | took a seat against the wall and pulled out a packet of cigarettes. Steven joined me, 


but waved away the smoke | offered him. 


"Nah. | used to, but it was such a money suck. Couldn't afford it anymore. If this band doesn't work out, | can't 


be hooked again" | shrugged and lit my own. After a few moments of silence, Steven started talking again. 


"Y'know Axl, you're a great guy. l'm glad you're my new brother." He said quietly, leaning on my shoulder. | 
nearly choked on the smoke and looked at him. He looked to be almost or already asleep and.. smiling? 


And the award for weirding us out the most in the last decade goes to.. 


Steven Steve, Stevie, Stephanie’ Adler! 


The One With The Road Trip 


Author's Notes: 
If anyone cares, all the places Steven mentions are actual places in the US and Canada. 


| was nearly dozing off, listening to the back-and-forth chatter from Bold and Italics, but Duff prevented it 
just in time by opening a van-sized door in the back wall. It hit the side of the building with a startling bang. 
Steven immediately sat upright and yelled out: "SEVEN!". | rubbed my eyes tiredly and looked at him. 


"Seven?" He shrugged. 


| used to say ‘the battle of Waterloo’, but that was never right.” Duff nearly skipped into the room before 
yanking open the doors of the van 


"Get up, you lazy asses!" He yelled cheerfully. "The sooner the van is loaded, the sooner we can ditch this 
popsicle stand!" Steven stood up, but still seemed to be a little woozy from sleep. That didn't stop him from 
being his usual nutty self. 

"Aye, aye, Captain Duff" He said, saluting. 

If he's this hyper after just waking up, what's he going to be like after IT hours of being cooped up in a van? 
Why can't that be a rhetorical question? 

| felt like groaning along with Italics. But at least | wasn't the one driving. | joined Steven in heaving the cases 
into the back of the van, all the while getting a good look at the inside. It was roomy, so we wouldn't be too 
cramped. | think the biggest issue | was about to face was boredom. 

"Say, Duff?" | asked, going full Tetris on the cases. 

"Yeah?" 

"How do you plan on driving IT hours by yourself?" He shrugged. 

"S not that bad. I've been the designated driver for years. | once made it to Rapid City in a day and a half. 
Played like shit, but | made it” He sorta chuckled at the memory. "Slash was more tired than | was. Speaking of 
which, where is that lazy motherfucker?" | gestured to the back room and returned to the task at hand, 


listening to my interior monologues voice their opinions. 


How the FUCK can someone be on the road for 20 hours out of 36? He's fucking inhuman! 


+HOUR I+ 

It had been a hell of a laugh when Duff found Slash sleeping again. | thought | might have to pull the two off 
each other, but they sorted it out and Slash ended up not getting too badly beaten with his own hat. Somehow, 
in all the confusion, Slash had gotten shotgun Bastard After about 20 minutes, Duff had gotten onto the 


highway. We were all jubilant until he announced that it was only lb and a half hours until we get off the 
highway. Fuck. 


+HOUR 24+ 
| had already discovered every possible position my seat could go in, and there still wasn't one | was 


comfortable in. The boredom was eating me alive. If only there was a notebook around. Or a book. Or a stick of 


gum. 


OR LITERALLY ANYTHING THAT ISN'T JUST A DUST BUNNY! 
Steven had Stacy to amuse himself with. What was it with that elephant? It didn't do anything, but Steven had 


stayed seated and quiet, only mumbling occasionally to it. And Slash had his superhuman ability to sleep 


anywhere for as long as possible. | was almost considering asking Steven if | could tak with Stacy, too. 
#HOUR 3+ 

Bored. Bored. BORED! Sleep was impossible. It left only one option 

"Hey, Steve, whatcha doing with Stacy?" He looked at me, looking totally bewildered 

"Not much. We're just remembering the last time we went to Seattle. When we were leaving, | got mixed up 
somehow and we ended up in Canada, this little mountain town called Valemount. Beautiful place, but there's not 
a lot to do” Maybe taking to Steven wouldn't be as boring as | thought 

"You've been to Canada before?" 

"Sure, loads of times. And only 5 of those times were by accident" 

#HOUR 4# 

"So | found out my parents were just, like, arguing over who got stuck with me." 


+#HOUR 54+ 


"Like, how uncool was that? Right about then's when | found Stacy, so we set out, you know, | already told you 
that story." 


+HOUR b# 


"| found a girlfriend in Chicago, but she was really clingy and yet kind of a whore. She kept cheating on me with 
the models at the agency where she worked" 


#HOUR 74 


"I told her she could either quit her job and join a band with Stacy and |, or she could keep fucking guys made 
of abs who prance around in tighty-whities." 


+HOUR 84 

"Crazy stalker followed me to fucking Winnipeg! | was doing odd-jobs for this sweet old lady, and the guy busts 
in. Instead of freaking out or something, she sits him down at the coffee table, makes him a cup of tea and 
started talking to him about his life choices. Couldn't fucking believe it. He was crying at the end." 


+#HOUR 9+ 


"And it's not an exaggeration about Tim Hortons. They are literally everywhere. | was in this place called Wawa 


one time, and | shit you not, the entire town was lined up." 

+#HOUR 10+ 

"So that's how | got fired from the pie shop." 

HOUR Il++ 

"| was freaking out, man. Like, how was | supposed to know that that trail led into the camel enclosure?" 
#HOUR [24 

"Ever wanted to see a state flatter than a fucking pancake? Go to North Dakota" 

#HOUR 13+ 


"I got lost in Minnesota. Ended up in this tiny town whose only claim to fame was a ball of twine. Biggest ball of 


twine in Minnesota, they say." 
#HOUR 144+ 


"So I'm in this place in Wisconsin, figured | was going through anyway, might as well get some cheese. Fucking 


bacon-flavored cheese. Best cheese I've ever had. Like, they fucking INFUSED THE CHEESE WITH BACON!" 


+HOUR [5# 

"Yeah, so, long story short, I'm not allowed in the bacon-flavored cheese place anymore." 
+HOUR lb+ 

"| wonder if the pig's still there." 

+HOUR [1# 

"Ooh, and then there was the tim-" 

"OKAY, WERE HERE!" Duff yelled over Steven 14 hours. Steven had talked for 14 hours. 
That's not shocking. The shocking thing is that Slash slept through it all. 


Especially the part about the cheese. | dont know how anyone could have slept through the cheese segment. 


The One With The Unforeseen Events 


| don't know how | ever made it from the van to the club that night. IT hours in a van with no sleep, all the 


while listening to Steven talk was the perfect recipe to make me exhausted. Hell, | was so tired, | wasn't even in 
the mood to be cranky. | was, however in the mood to be stupefied at the fact that Duff had been awake 
before me, most likely an hour or two, drove IT hours, and still seemed to be functioning. By the time | had 
stumbled into the club that was going to be our home-away-from-home for the next week and a half, | 
could've slept like a Slash. Steven, for once, actually seemed to be winding down. He was rubbing his eyes and 
yawning, but looking like he was trying to be discreet about it, like a kitten Slash seemed to be well-rested. 
Gee, | wonder why. 

In the morning, | was told that he had tracked down alcohol, and was passed out again. 

What? Is he a fucking alcoholic vampire or something? He comes out at night and drinks the blood of the 
bottes, capable of murdering dozens of bottles every night. Sleeps during the day, so as to regain enough 
energy to repeat his grotesque ritual the next night. 


No way. Not happening again. Once | had shaken off the early morning stares, | trekked around the club, trying 
to find a curled-up poof with a hat on top. It looked like Duff had beaten me to it. 


"Slash, babe, you gotta wake up. We gotta rehearse." He said, gently shaking Slash's shoulder. 
Did | hear that right? 
| KNEW IT! | KNEW IT! I KNEW IT! | backed away and leaned against the doorway. 


"| swear, Slash, if you don't break out of this owl cycle of yours, I'm taking away your whiskey, your beer, 
your vodka and anything else you can come up with." Slash lifted just enough to glare at Duff. 


"You are an evil, evil man, Duff McKagan" Duff grinned. 

"Yeah, but you like me anyway." Slash stood up and started towards the door. 

"Yeah, yeah, | know. Don't rub it in" | felt like a teenage girl seeing my two best friends making out with each 
other, except they were both dudes, and they had just sorta implied they liked each other, and | wasn't a 
teenage girl. 


Not mentally, but you could pull it off physically. 


| shot a quick dirty look at Bold before | realized Slash was going to catch me eavesdropping. Damn. 


FOR FUCKS SAKE, FUCKING LOOK CASUAL! 


Good point, Italics, but not good enough. | scrambled from my hiding spot behind the doorway and sprinted as 
far in any direction | could. Once | couldn't see the doorway anymore, | just stopped ruming and tried to catch 


my breath. 
What if you had been running from the cops? Maybe you should lay off the cigarettes, smoke head 


Sure, Dad, I'll get right on that. After | check out that STAGE! | must have gotten to the back of the main 
room somehow. It was an actual club, with seats along the edges of the shiny dance floor, a fully stocked bar 
against the wall, (20$ says Slash finds it before we rehearse) and a small wooden stage at the front of the 


room, decked out with amps and stands. 


Childish excitement took over, and | hurried over to the stage, to take in the view from where I'd be standing.. 


and... performing for... a giant roomful of people. 


Not to mention the bright lights in your face, preventing you from seeing them, but you'll stil know they're there, 


and won't be able to see their reactions, rendering you most likely speechless. 
"Oh, fuck off, Italics." | said, completely out loud. 
Love you, too, man 


The bastard was right, though. | had never performed for people before. Nor did | have much experience with 
music, and even less with holding a crowd's attention. Maybe | could practice a little, without anyone watching. 
Maybe | could even try out a few words | had come up with while sorta listening to Steven. | could pretend 


there was a mic on the stand, and that my brothers were playing behind me. Sure, why not? 


"Just a’ urchin livin’ under the street. l'm a hard case that's tough to beat. I'm your charity case, so buy me 
somethin’ to eat. I'll pay you at another time, take it to the end of the line!" | screamed into the empty room. 
Yes. It felt so right. 


| got so into it, | wouldn't have stopped if people came into the room. | could see the door | had come through 
from my perch above the dance floor. But, | wasn't expecting someone to come into my view from the middle 


of the room. Just one guy, clapping as he came forward. 
He was wearing a little black hat. Once he was close enough, | stopped singing, my voice muted in shock. | could 
recognize the cute, little hat anywhere. But when it was covering long, black hair and a sly smirk that I'd come 


to be happy to see, there was no question of who was watching me. 


"Izzy?" 


The One With The Grand Master Scheme 


"Hey, Ax. It's been, what, three days?" | hopped off the stage, nodding. 

"Guess so. So much has happened since then" Izzy chuckled and stretched his arms above his head. 
‘Gotta say, | didn't expect you to show up so soon Figured it'd take you a week at least to find me’ 
Boy, does he know you. 

Lades and gentlemen, Izzy Stradin, master of reverse psychology. 


"Izz, you told me to forget you. As, you know, I'm one stubborn jackass, and didn't listen" | started. Izzy 


snorted. 
"Obviously. You're a very predictable person, Axl Rose." | crossed my arms and leaned back on my heel. 
"Meaning?" 


Attention, passengers, we are going into full-on irritated-over-nothing girlfriend mode. If everyone could please 
fasten their hormones, we'll get through this mood in no time. 


Izzy rolled his eyes. 

‘Ive known you for more of my life than | haven't. | know how your mind works. | know that you can never 
leave well enough alone, especially when someone tells you to. | also knew you had music in you. Somewhere. All 
part of my grand master scheme, you see." 

What is he on? 

And where can we get it? 

"Care to explain your grand master scheme to me, since | seem to be such a vital part of it?" | asked. "| mean, 
you were committing one of the biggest crimes of this day and age, for five years, under my nose." Izzy 
raised an eyebrow. 

"You had no idea? Like, at all?" | shook my head, feeling a little offended at his disbelief. 


"Maybe | should start at the beginning. You remember Allison?" 


How the fuck are we supposed to remember every one of the girls he brings home? 


Yeah, for a quiet bastard, he almost got as much pussy as us. 

A strange phenomenon, indeed. 

"Not at all” | admitted. Izzy groaned, looking like he was the one smart kid in a classroom full of idiots. 
"Redhead, the writer." He said, gesturing, trying to get me to remember. | shook my head. 

"Doesn't ring a bell.” 

"She had the second toe that was, like, two inches longer than the rest of her toes." He tried, hopefully. 

You mean, ‘The Toe’? 

You could use her foot as a weapon of torture. Surprised she doesn’t need a license fo carry it around in public. 

| grimaced at the memory of her foot. So that was ‘The Toe's' name. | nodded at Izzy. 

"Right, Allison" He seemed caught in a few unpleasant memories of his own, and shuddered briefly. 

"Okay, so, Allison brought me to this club, like an actual music club. | was just so engrossed in the guitarist. 
Back then, | didn't know music from shit. | tracked down the guy after the show, and we got to talking. | met 
up with him a few more times, even after his band's drummer was found dead and the singer had a nervous 
breakdown. This guy taught me guitar, but more importantly, how to write a song. About a year ago, he 
moved from LA to Seattle, and he told me he'd write when he set up shop. So, | got a letter, then | packed up 
and left" Izzy explained. | rubbed my face a little. 

"So, you had a double life, is what you're saying. Mild-mannered Jeff Isbell by day, going to his 4-to-5 job, but 
as soon as 5 strikes, you're Izzy Stradlin, criminal rock star, drinking your liver to hell, getting all the free 
pussy you want, all behind the back of your roommate." | said, just trying to sort out all the new information 


in my head. The little worker drones hadn't had the chance yet to organize all of it, and Bold and Italics’ 


jealousy over who got more pussy was clearly distracting them. 
Seriously, though, it makes sense. 

Wonder if ‘The Toe’ knew he played music? 

Izzy shrugged. 

"You've pretty much got it. You're just missing how you fit in” | sighed. 


"Tell me, O Grand Master Schemer, how do | fit into your double life?" 


‘Its very simple: you're a stubborn jackass. You'd figure it out eventually. You knew Nikki, so, odds were you 
knew some dealers. You also knew me, and | figured you'd use that to your advantage. Thankfully, the odds 


have been in my favor." Izzy explained. 


"You were banking our entire future on me being a stubborn jackass?" | asked, furthering my disbelief. "How'd 
you know I'd be here? How'd you know I'd join Duff and Slash?" Izzy started laughing, harder than I'd ever seen 
him laugh while not high. 


"That, my friend, is pure luck. | didn't know you'd be with them. | didn't even hire you. I'm just here for the 
show." | grinned, but purely for show. I'd been buying the biggest loads of crap from the world's most 
musically-inclined fertilizer salesman. He'd been lying to me for years, and who knew how long itd be before | 


could believe anything he said. 


The One With The Disturbing Make-Out Session 


"So, Axl, word on the street is that a four-piece band is headlining here tonight. Who's your fourth?" Izzy 
asked, seeming more like the Izzy | used to know, and not the one with the secret double life. 


"This guy named Steven. He's a fantastic drummer, but he carries around a stuffed elephant that he thinks 
talks to him." | said. "Speaking of Steven, | figured he'd have found the stage already. But he might just be 


sleeping." 


"Right, you crazy fuckers drove the whole way here. How are you not still passed out, too?" He questioned, 


scratching at the hair beneath his little hat. 
"Sheer luck" | declared. Izzy smiled at my joke. 


"Well, | guess there's no point scouting out new prospects if | already know them, so I'm gonna head out" He 


said, turning towards the door. 

Prospects? What the fudge is that son of a basketball talking about? 

"What prospects, 122?" | called after him. Izzy turned around, but kept walking to the door. 

"Ill tell you later. You've got to focus on putting on a good show tonight!" He yelled, grinning. | turned back to 
the stage. Right.. a good show. | was distracted from my thoughts of impending humiliation by Steven walking 
in, cuddling Stacy to his chest. 

"Hey, Axl?" He asked, looking sort of nervous. 

"What's up, Steve?" | said, turning away from the stage. 

‘| think Slash may be drunk again" He whispered. 


"Slash lives in a state of near-constant drunkenness. Why are we whispering?" | whispered back. 


"Because | don't want them to hear me. | saw Slash and Duff making out" He said, like it was the most obvious 


thing in the world. 


"What do you mean they were making out?" | asked, feigning shock. Steven took a deep breath, lifted Stacy 
from his chest and started caressing its head lovingly. | felt like | should have intervened, but | was sort of 
curious. Steven made his way over to the stage and pressed Stacy up against it, then started kissing it, tongue 
and all. Every so often, | could hear him moan "oh, Duff." and start to kiss his way down Stacy's neck. It felt 
like an hour before he backed off. 


"Kinda like that." He explained. 

Usually, | say love is love, but that was.. 

So wrong that you feel lke you need to pluck your eyeballs out and wash them with bleach? 
Sorta 

"Steven, promise me one thing." | started. Steven looked at me inquiringly. 


"You can make out with any girlfriend | have for the rest of my life if you promise me I'll never see you make 


out with Stacy ever again" | said, almost begging. Steven's face lit up. 

“Sure! On a different note, shouldn't we get Duff and Slash so we can rehearse?" | nodded. 

"Probably. | don't know about you, but | don't want to make a fool of myself on my first day as a nationally- 
wanted criminal." Once we found the rest of our band, pulled them onstage long enough to get through a few 
songs and argued over how the equipment should be arranged onstage, the club had already opened, and we 


were supposed to start playing in half an hour. 


| walked over to the stage curtain and peeked behind it to try and see how many people we were dealing with. 


There was a full house out there. | nearly jumped out of my skin when | felt a hand gripping my elbow. 
"Axl, | can't do it" Steven whimpered. 

Since when did become the friend everyone goes to for advice? 

Probably when we were the only one in the band who wasn't passed out 

"Why not, Steve?" | asked. 

"There's too many people out there. What if | mess up?" He said. 

Since when did we start thinking we could give real advice? 

When a drummer with an elephant showed up and asked for it 

"Answer me something; how many people in that audience are drummers?" | asked. 

"All of them could be. What's your point?" 


"If they all were, don't you think one of them would have been hired instead of us? Get a local instead and 


save money paying for travel. Logically speaking, no one in the audience knows how to play drums. It doesn't 


matter if you mess up; they'll cheer for you anyway, ‘cause they don't know any better." | said Steven seemed 
To accept my logic. 


"That's true. Man, you're the best, Ax!" He grinned, then nearly skipped away. 


WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT? 


The best thing we've ever said while just talking out of our asses. 


The One With The Show 


Steven was in the back, surrounded by his drums, with Stacy on top of the bass drum. Duff was on my right, 
exuding as much danger and swagger as any bass player I've seen. Slash was slouching to my left, hiding behind 
his hair. Even though | was surrounded by the people | trusted most in the world, | felt naked and and alone as 
| stood at the center of the stage. The light was blinding, the noise of the crowd was deafening and the feeling 
of uneasiness was nauseating. Half of the crowd was looking at the stage in anticipation and the other half 
seemed to be ignoring us entirely. Unsure of what to do, | looked at Duff, who gestured towards the crowd. 


Just count them in Like how you rehearsed 

ust point; point at Slash He'll start playing, and everyone will follow suit. 

Taking a deep breath, | turned to Slash and nodded. He grinned, but | only caught a glimpse of it when his hair 
spun around his face. The music started. | closed my eyes and sunk into the opening chords. From the audience, 
it probably looked pretty bizarre. 

But do you care? 


Not in the slightest. | was being paid to be a frontman. All frontmen look bizarre at one point or another. 


When Steven came in and the crescendo started, | could see the heads turn. The two blasts of guitar and the 


drums bringing the excitement up. All heads were turned toward us now. 


| closed the intro with a "cha" into the microphone. Slash brought the song into its main groove, then cued me 


with a few squealing notes. 
Time to shine, redhead. 


"Welcome to the jungle! We got fun and games! We got everything you want, honey, we know the names! We 
are the people that can find whatever you may need! If you got the money, honey, we got your diseasel In the 
jungle. Welcome to the jungle. Watch it bring you to your sha-na-na-na-na-na-na knees, knees! Oh, |, |, | wanna 


watch you bleed!" 


| had originally planned to grab the mic stand and dance around with it, but in the heat of the moment, | just 
kinda... 


Elvis-ed around it? 


Yeah. As the second verse started, people started to get up from their seats and crowd around the stage. 


They all wanted a piece of us. | grinned internally. Who was | to deny them what they wanted? 


| plucked the stand off the stage and started prancing around with it. In the corner of my eye, | could see 
Duff shaking his head at me embracing the role of frontman, but he was still smiling. We all were. The 


adrenaline was flowing high. 


"In the jungle! Welcome to the jungle! Feel my, my, my serpentine! Seattle, | wanna hear you scream" | yelled to 
the throng. The crowd in front who had started grabbing towards us screamed, turning red and breathless. | 
was on a power trip. | was controlling them, like some sort of snake charmer. It was more intoxicating than 


anything | had ever experienced before. 
Dude, you're gonna get addicted to this power. 
Don't lose yourself on stage, Billy. 


As much as | hated to admit it, Bold and Italics were right. If | got addicted, I'd start being a diva offstage, too. 


Outlaws can't afford to have a diva in the group. 


| was so lost in my epiphany, | almost missed my cue for the final chorus. It didn't matter anyway, the back 
door burst open and people in uniforms burst in. My voice caught in my throat, and | just stared, frozen to 


the stage. Cops. Tons of fucking cops. 


"EVERYONE FREEZE!" One yelled. Shots rang out through the room, hitting the wall behind us, only a few feet 
above our heads. The only one of us who seemed level-headed at all was Duff. He ripped out the cords from 
all the guitars and picked Stacy up from her perch. 


"FUCKING RUNI" He screamed, pointing in the direction of the van. 


Steven leaped over his set and ripped Stacy from Duff before sprinting off stage. Slash and Duff followed, still 


wearing their instruments around their shoulders. | couldn't move. 

RUN! 

WHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG WITH YOUR BRAIN? GET THE HELL OUT OF THERE! 
| felt a hand around my arm pull me in direction of the van 


"FOR FUCK'S SAKE, AX! MOVE YOUR ASS!" The owner of the hand yelled in my ear. | finally snapped back into 
reality and, following everyone's directions, hauled ass. | couldn't tell whose hand was around my arm through 
the darkness of the backstage area. 


Once the streetlights started to illuminate my surroundings, | could tell two things: Duff had been pulling me, 
and the van was driving away, with the back door open. Steven was sitting against the backs of the seats, 
clutching Stacy in one hand. Slash was leaning halfway out of the van, yelling, his hand outreached. 


"C'mon, Axl, move those skinny legs of yours." Duff growled. Sirens and flashing lights were gathered around 
the entrance of the club, with the distant sound of more coming closer. Duff let go of my arm and leaped into 
the van, taking Slash's arm as support. | lost my footing and tumbled in, sort of landing on Steven. My first 
thought was that he wasn't nearly cushy enough to be a landing pillow. My second thought was all four of us 
were in the back, so who the fuck was driving? 


| climbed off Steven, probably kneeing or elbowing him in less-than-ideal places, judging by the pained grunt he 


made. 
‘Sorry, man." | said, scooching towards the front seat. 


"IFs okay. | didn't need my second nut anyway." He muttered. Once | crawled my way to the front, | could see 
our driver in the mirror. 


‘Izzy, what are you doing here?" | asked, unsure of what | should be thinking anymore. 
"Taking this band of merry men to go join Robin Hood" He said, only watching the road. 
"Analogies aside, what are you doing?" 


"You guys are only safe among other musicians. I'm taking you to the headquarters of The Resistance." 


The One With The Corny Title 


Duff was the second one to get up from the jumble of bodies on the floor of the van. 


"What do you mean, you're taking us to The Resistance? How'd you find them?" He asked, crawling into the 


passenger seat. 


| met the leader about 5 years ago, back before his band fell apart. We've been keeping in touch for a while. 
I've been hiding out with them since | came to Seattle." Izzy explained, glaring at the road. He was driving like a 
madman, even though the cops had never picked up our trail. He took unexpected turns down dingy alleys, 
probably scaring the shit out of any bums he almost ran over. If there had been any cops following us, they 
most definitely would have lost our trail. 


Once the bright lights of Seattle were behind us, Izzy rolled up to a rickety shack by the side of the road and 
shut off the headlights. A speaker box was sticking out of the ground at a crooked angle. Izzy rolled down the 


window and pressed a button on the box. 


"Joe's Corn, the steamiest corn for the corniest people. This is Joe, how may | help you?" A gravelly voice said 
from the box. | could tell Steve was trying not to burst out laughing. | couldn't blame him. 


Is this, like, corn porn? 

It couldn't be; people would be making the corniest puns. 

Are you serious? 

How could | not be? They've probably got the steamiest corn in the world 

"Just how steamy is your corn?" Izzy asked. 

‘It's pretty steamy, sir. We've got all types of corn, what would you like?" 

"Joe, if you don't mind, I'd love some popcorn." A green light lit up on the box and it spit out a sheet of paper. 
Before Izzy could grab the paper from the box, Steven jumped up and climbed over everyone to get to it first. 
He was promptly shoved back to the middle of the van by a visibly miffed Duff. Getting a good look at the 


page, he immediately started laughing. 


"HOLY FUCK, IT'S CORN PORN!" He yelled, red-faced from laughing. Slash climbed over me and grabbed it from 


him. A brief look later, Slash joined Steven in maniacal laughter. 


"| don't even know why l'm laughing! Its just pictures of popcorn!" Izzy rolled his eyes and snatched the paper 


back. 


"You twits have to be careful with that. Its the password to The Resistance headquarters." He grumbled. He 
pulled out a pocket knife and sliced the top left corner off the page. | watched, fascinated, as he slid a 
fingernail into the slit that slicing the corner off made. There was two layers of paper, and he slowly pulled 
them away from each other. Most of the provocative corn pictures were ripped away, but small amounts of 


ink were left on the back sheet. Izzy tossed the ripped-off sheet back to Steven and Slash. 


"Here, you pervs, enjoy your corn" He chuckled. | climbed over them to the front of the van, where people 


weren't laughing over corn. 

On the outside. 

Dude, shut up. 

Cmon, man, corn pom is fucking hysterical! 

| caught a glimpse of what was written on the page: IOOf/2m. 

"Izzy, what does this mean?" | asked. 

"The ramp 100 feet away will open in two minutes." He explained, squinting through the darkness outside of the 
van. Two minutes later, | noticed two quick light flashes in the distance. Izzy must have seen them too, 
because he stomped on the gas, and we accelerated probably faster than the van was meant to do. He slowed 
down as we went down what felt like a ramp. 

Kinda lke the ramp down to Hell 

Or the ramp down to Heaven 

| had to think the same thing as Bold when | saw what was outside of the van. A giant room, an underground 
warehouse of sorts. Full of people. People like us. With the long hair, leather, and all looking like fucking badasses. 
With instruments. A bunch of them were sitting in circles, various instruments in hand. Izzy parked the van 


with a few others near the bottom of the ramp. 


As we all got out and stretched briefly, an older man with long, dark hair came towards us, a warm smile on 


his face. 


"So, Izzy, are these your men?" He asked. This guy was so familiar, and his English accent made him more so. | 


had seen him before, but where? 


"Yep. This is Axl, Duff, Slash and Steven. Guys, this is the guy | was telling you about" He said, pointing to each 


one of us in turn. 


"Jimmy Page. It's a pleasure." The man said, offering me his hand. My heart felt like it stopped. Even Bold and 
Italics had nothing to say on the matter. Holy. Shit. 


The One With The Tradition 


| never thought I'd be star-struck like this. All the movie stars weren't anything particularly special, and there 
weren't any other actual celebrities beside that. But this was Jimmy Page. Jimmy motherfucking Page. The last 
great guitarist before music was deemed illegal. And he was here. Jimmy Page was offering me one of his 
magic hands to shake. 


WELL, SHAKE HIS HAND, YOU FOOL! 


Shocked by the sudden noise in my head, | shot my hand out and grasped Jimmy's. Jimmy's magic hand. Jimmy 
Page's fucking magic hands. 


"MrPageit'sanhonorl'm Axl Roseandl'mabigbigfanofyourslabsolutelyloveledZeppelin"! said, shaking his hand 
vigorously. Jimmy had the type of smile on his face that said quite plainly he was only smiling to be polite and 


was actually quite uncomfortable. 
Get a hold of yourself, man. Youre weirding him out. 


| pulled my hand away and rubbed my palm down the side of my thigh, wiping off the sweat. Jimmy nodded 
politely and turned to my brothers. 


Nice. 
You are absolutely as red as your hair right now. 


"You don't have to remind me." | muttered, behind my grin Everyone else introduced themselves, all the while 
looking far more relaxed than me. In Steven's credit, he probably didn't know who Jimmy was, which didn't stop 


him from introducing him to Stacy. 


"Lovely to meet you all. We've got lots to talk about, so if you'll all follow me, that would be absolutely 
spiffing.’ He said once everyone was introduced. Jimmy started making his way through all the groups of 
people. We trailed him, looking around the giant underground room. It was slightly dank, but very well lit, like a 
medieval ballroom. Amps were all lined up against a wall, as well as in circles everywhere in the room. People 
were using them as seats as they chatted. A general vibe of intoxication and good humor floated around the 


room. And the music. It didn't all go together, but every piece was beautiful in its own right. 


| wasn't nearly done looking around when Jimmy opened a door in the far corner. He waved everyone inside and 


took a seat at the head of a large conference-like table inside. 
Kinda like a war room. 


Once everyone was seated, Jimmy began to speak again. 


‘I'd like to be the first to welcome you gentlemen to the headquarters of The Resistance. We aren't as large a 
group as I'd like to be, but we're getting there. I'm very glad you could join us." He said, looking far more at 
ease than during introductions. "Izzy's told me about your talents, Duff and Slash, and told me of your 


supposed talent, Axl, but Steven, you're new." Steven nodded. 


"| didn't meet Izzy until he was kidnapping us about an hour ago." Jimmy's smile fell a little and he looked over 


at Izzy. Not quite glaring, but obviously not pleased. 


| had to. | was going to bring them after the show, but the cops showed up." Izzy protested. Jimmy's frown 


deepened into a scowl. 


"Bloody government. A very good friend of mine once protested by saying the purpose of music in the 
beginning was to make people happy. It still is the purpose. Aren't the five of you happier when music is being 
played?" The five of us nodded in unison. "This country went to hell ages ago. | only stayed because | could try 
to make a difference. Then your government took control of the rest of the world, not legally, but they 
essentially do. Instilled their values everywhere. What is the point of Earth if kids can't play their guitars in 
their basements or garages without wondering if they'll be caught or go to jail?" He asked. | wasn't sure if he 
was expecting an answer or not. Probably not. "But that's just me preaching. You four are said to be very 
talented; I'd love to hear the four of you in action" My heart stopped again. Jimmy Page wanted me to sing 
for him? He wanted to hear the four of us play? 


| looked over at Slash. He seemed to be as star-struck as me, and as unwilling to play for his idol. Even though 
Slash had only been 5 when music was outlawed, he was brought up in England, where he could actually get a 
copy of Led Zeppelin's unnamed album. | had heard through the grapevine that it contained one of the best 
songs of all time. Slash knew who exactly he was being asked to play for. Duff looked significantly less worried, 
but he was just a bass player; and he'd be competing against John Paul Jones in Jimmy's mind. So, no pressure 


for the two of them. 

Sarcasm? 

Definitely. Jonesy’s ike the Jmmy of bass guitar. Duff's screwed 

| had heard the first two Zeppelin albums, so | wasn't banking on rumours being false; | knew | was going up 
against Robert Plant. Steven would had been too young to hear Zeppelin back when it was legal. He didn't know 
who he was up against. | groaned inwardly. For fuck's sake, why did the leader have to be Jimmy Page? 
"You- you want to hear us play?" Duff stuttered. Jimmy nodded. 

"Not just me. It's sort of a tradition that all the new recruits play a song for everyone else. Sort of an 


initiation type of situation. We've got a stage set up near the amp wall. Come with me." He said, standing up. 
Steven followed eagerly, but the rest of us hung back a little. 


"Duff, how the fuck are we going to be able to play for Jimmy Page?" Slash hissed. Duff bit his lip slightly. 


"| guess by pressing down the strings on our instruments in specific formations to make nice sounds. We'll get 


on that stage and play for all those people." Slash rolled his eyes and picked up his pace. 


"These people are surrounded by music 24/1, Duff. What can we play that'll somewhat impress them?" | asked. 
| could see the lightbulb go off in Duffs brain. 


‘Izzy played something really creative for us a few years back. It was like two songs put together, with two 
completely different moods, but they went together perfectly. | don't remember what it was called, but | sorta 
remember how it goes. If we could get him to give us a quick reminder and teach Steven the parts real 


quick-" 


"Duff" | interrupted. "Did you see that song with the ones | brought? ‘Cause | brought them here; they're stil 
in the van" | said, excitedly. Duff's jaw dropped, then he grinned. 


"Axl, get those motherfucking papers, because we are going to bring the fucking house down!" He exclaimed. 

A few minutes later, we were getting set up on stage. Slash had eagerly agreed to our selection, and Steven 
didn't really care. Duff was showing him the drum parts and | was reading over the lyrics, wondering what was 
going through Izzy's mind when he wrote something with parts so drastically different. The first part fit 
GN'R's image, but the second was completely out of left field. 

Almost lke a love story. 

But if Izzy wrote all those angsty punk songs, how the hell could he write something like this? 


Beats me. 


| felt an arm wrap around my shoulders and looked up to see Slash with his hair pulled up, but still under his 


hat. 

"Ready to measure up to one of the greats, Ax?" | grinned 

"Sure. Are you?" Slash rolled his eyes. 

"Don't remind me. The only ones who were ever better than Page are both dead | don't need to be next! 
Both? 

"Which two are you talking about?" | asked 


"Hendrix and Clapton. You do know who they are, right?" | scoffed. 


"What kind of ass do you take me for? Of course I've heard of them. Just didn't know Clapton was dead." Slash 


looked over his shoulder dramatically and motioned for me to get closer. 


"Clapton was the first leader of The Resistance. In ‘14, | think it was, he busted into a small-town jail where 
they were gonna kill a kid for being in possession of a guitar. He ended up shooting the sheriff, and beat up a 
deputy. The Resistance fighters never got out of that one. Took Clapton and everyone that was with him to 
Washington A week later, they printed a picture of Clapton's favorite pick in the obituary column of every city 
The Resistance is known to have been seen" Slash told the story with unnecessary enthusiasm, and it was sort 
of freaking me out. Duff came over to the two of us, thankfully saving me from any other tales of The 


Resistance. 

"We're ready over here any time you two are." He said. Slash nodded. 

‘I'm ready." 

"Ready." | echoed, even though | was far more nervous than when | was onstage in the club. 


We all got took our places and prepared ourselves mentally to perform to a crowd that had to be at least a 


thousand people strong. 


Jimmy was onstage with us, standing in front of my microphone. He tapped it twice and the sound came out of 


the extremely powerful amps behind us. Everyone in the room looked towards the stage in total silence. 


"Brothers and sisters, we have new recruits with us here tonight. These men make up the band Guns N Roses. 


Judge them harshly." He said, finishing with a grin. My eyes widened, 
| thought Robert was the one who went off the deep end. 


Jimmy patted me on the back as he hopped off the stage and | took the mic off its stand. It was the club all 
over again. The butterflies and the sweaty palms. At least this time there was no spotlight. 


Steven started playing behind me, and | grimaced slightly. | hadn't told him | would give him a cue, so he didn't 
wait for one. The rest of my brothers played beside me. No. Fuck, fuck, FUCK! | wasn't ready. l- | was going to 
mess up or something. We hadn't rehearsed this as a band, only as individuals. The guitars were wailing in my 
ears from the eardrum-shattering amps behind us. Wait. Guitars, as in plural? | whirled around, where | saw 
Izzy standing nonchalantly in the back, playing a snow-white guitar. He was wearing his little hat as well. When 
he noticed me staring, he winked and mouthed the word ‘sing’. Right, singing. My cue was nearing, but a strange 
calm came over me. For all the times Izzy led me on before, | think he wa finally trying to pay me back. 


Anything helps, | suppose. 


"If | say | don't need anyone, | can say these things to you, ‘cause | can turn on anyone, just like | turned on 


youl" | yelled out to the audience. | was doing that thing with my voice again, where it gets all high and 


screechy. The band seemed to like it, as did everyone else, so that's what | did, even though it made my 
throat hurt like a bitch if | did it for too long. 


‘I've got a tongue like a razor, a sweet switchblade knife, and | can do you favors, but then you do whatever | 
like! Here | am, and you're a rocket queen! | might be a little young, but honey, | ain't naive! Here | am, and 
you're a rocket queen, oh yeah! | might be too much, but honey, you're a bit obscene!" Everything was going 
right! | hadn't forgotten the words, and everything sounded better when there were five of us instead of just 


four. Izzy added a certain something to it. 


The song kept going with no cops showing up. | ran along the side of the stage from time to time, jumping on 
top of the amps that were onstage. | could see Steven grinning that contagious smile of his as he pounded the 
ever-living hell out of the already worn kit, with Stacy comfortably perched on top of the bass drum. Slash 
wasn't prancing around as much as me, but he seemed to be having fun. Duff just looked happy that 
everything was going well. Izzy.. just looked like he was half-asleep. Yet, it somehow worked for him. 


| melted right into the music when the style change happened about halfway through. | could never admit it, 
but | preferred the second part to the first one. | jumped back down the center of the stage for the final few 


minutes of the song. 

| see you standin’, standin’ on your own. It's such a lonely place for you, for you to be" | started. This verse 
was the longest in the whole song, but it was also by far the most beautiful. It seemed to be over much too 
fast when | got to the final lines. 

"Don't ever leave me. Say you'll always be there. All | ever wanted was for you to know that | care!" | finished. 
The rest of the band finished behind me, the final few notes of the first song we ever finished in public. All 
the people watching us were cheering; some screaming, others just clapping. 


And you were scared you were gonna fuck up. 


Man, the butterflies are always going to be there, before every show. You'll get over them faster and faster, but 
they'll always be there. 


And thank you Italics, for harshing my mellow. We all set down our respective instruments and jogged offstage, 


all of us grinning ear to ear. 


We came across Jimmy as we descended the stairs, and he motioned for us to follow him. Once he had led us 
all back to the first room we were in, he started telling us what he thought. 


"I thought | had made up my mind three minutes in, but then you did a complete backflip and turned the song 
into something else completely. My mind didn't change, but my decision was reinforced." 


"What decision, Jimmy?" Izzy asked, looking uncertain 


Oh, shit. 
F Izzy's unsure, this can't be good. 


"You know how half of The Resistance is around the country, training children to play? | send only the best of 
the best. You five have made the cut. l'm sending you out as part of the training program. 


| stand corrected. Fucking best of the best; didja hear that? 
| did, but | get the feeling there's a catch to it 


"Where exactly are we going to train?" | asked, leaning back in my chair. Jimmy ran a hand through his hair 
and stood up. 


"I know what I'm about to say will most likely have some backlash to it, but it has to be done. l'm sending you 


to Lafayette, Indiana" 
No. 


Not again. We promised ourselves never again 


The One With The Old Hippie 


Jimmy must have seen my face start to turn red because he started talking very quickly. 

"We have no one else from Lafayette, let alone Indiana. You and Izzy know the town best, Axl. You know where 
the kids go and the general layout of the town It's always best to get a local, they can get out of town 
quickest" 


‘lm not going back there, Jimmy." | declared. "| don't care if its for the greater good, I'm not going to 
Lafayette." | was probably near pouting, but | didn’t care. 


"Axl, be reasonable." Izzy said, pleading with his eyes. Or was it fear? 


"You don't want to go back, either. It was your fucking idea to go to LA in the first place. Everything and 


everyone waiting for us in Crapfayette either wants us dead or behind bars." The room fell silent. 

If you had been a nerd in a different life, you could have been an excellent member of the debate team. 
h a different life, music probably wouldn't have been made illegal 

Other lives. l'm pulling the infinite universe theory into this. 

Don't make this about the infinite universe theory. We've gone over that already. 

| still say it exists. 

Oh, shove your infinite universes up your ass. 


"Axl, were you unhappy in Lafayette?" Jimmy asked. | stared at him in utter disbelief, unsure of how exactly 


to answer. 
"Extremely." 


"Don't you think that there might be some kids in Lafayette who are as unhappy as you were? If someone had 


come to give you an opportunity to leave, wouldn't you have wanted them to come?" | swallowed. 


| want to agree with you, Jimmy, but | just can't go back." | muttered, hurrying out of the room. Tears were 
coming to my eyes and memories were coming to mind. Memories | had pushed down and promised myself | 
would never bring up again. | hadn't broken the promise. Jimmy fucking Page had. He dredged them up. 


| started pressing a fingernail into my palm to fight back the tears. It was a strategy | had come up with to 
numb pain without slitting my wrists. When | started feeling a pinch in the nerves in my palm, | let off the 


pressure. 
Man, you said you weren't going to do that anymore. It's gonna fuck up your hand. 

"| don't care. | don't care." | muttered. The flashbacks came vividly. Being pulled into a dark room. | couldn't see 
anything; that was what was the scariest part. It was just sensations. The large hands on my body, poking and 
prodding, grasping and squeezing. If | fought back, there would be a stinging swat somewhere. If | fought back 
too hard, the belt was turned around and | would feel the buckle biting into the skin on my back. | learned to 
hold still. Make no noise, don't move, it'll be over soon. Over soon 

Over soon. 

"I thought it was over. It isn't over. Why isn’t it fucking over?" | whispered, my voice cracking. 

| asked myself the same thing years ago." A voice said from behind me. Another British voice, but not 
Jimmy's. | turned to see a familiar, yet worn-looking face. He was smiling sadly, as if recollecting events of the 
past. 

"It isn't ever truly over, is it?" He asked. | shook my head. 

Who is this guy? Another musician that we should know? 


Man, he is so fucking familar. It's the hair. ve seen that hair before. But | don't remember whose head it was on 


The hair was familiar. It was big and puffy and golden, kinda like Steven's combined with a golden retriever. But 


the real problem was why he was giving me therapy. 

‘It won't ever be over, but it will be easier." He assured me, patting my shoulder. 

"How can you know, man?" | asked, swallowing. He shrugged. 

"My son died, my wife left me, my best friend died, my band fell apart, | had a mental breakdown, and once | 
was better, the last part of my life that meant anything to me picked up and left. But I'm still here. lim not 
gone, so it's got to mean something." 


"Are you a motivational speaker or something?" | asked, blinking in disbelief. Goldie chuckled. 


"ltd be a steadier job. | just sing, and barely that. Well, | best be on my way. It's bloody near impossible to find 


anyone in this throng. Lovely to meet you, uh..." 
"Axl." 


"That's a very interesting name. Much more interesting than Robert" Goldie, who | assumed was named 


Robert, started walking away, winding through the crowd. 

That's one bizarre dude. 

Must have been a hippie back in his day. 

I know Ive seen him before. How many old blond hippies named Robert do we know? 
Can't think of any offhand. 

In my ponderings, | nearly didn't see Steven running towards me. 


I'm so happy | found you, Axl! We thought you had found one of the exits, and made a break for it” He 


exclaimed. | shook my head. 
"Ile just been thinking.” 
"About what?" 


"Going to Lafayette. I've got a lot of bad memories there, and | had hoped to keep them there." | admitted. 
Steven gingerly handed me Stacy. 


"Hold Stacy while | tell you this; she'll calm you. If you had been raised in any other town, would your 
memories had been of that town?" He asked. | was taken aback at how deep Steven was being. So deep, he was 


right. It was the people who had created my bad memories. 

"| suppose so." | muttered. 

"That's what | thought. We're not going to be going for a family or high school reunion, whatever it is you 
don't want to remember. We're going so that the kids of Lafayette have an opportunity to learn music. Don't 


you want to teach them? Don't you want to be part of the reason the musicians won't have to hide in the 


future?" 

Holy fuck, this is a deep marshmallow. 

"Dammit, Steven, why do you have to be so right?" | groaned. Steven grinned and led me back to the war room. 
Jimmy and Izzy were the only ones who were still there, discussing something in low voices. Duff and Slash 
must have gone out to look for me, as well. They came back in and interrupted the quiet conversation a few 
minutes later. 


"You're okay now, Axl?" Duff asked. | nodded. 


"l'Il go, but I'm not getting anywhere near the church.’ Jimmy raised an eyebrow and opened his mouth, looking 


like he was about to ask a question. Izzy put a hand on his arm as an indication not to say anything. Jimmy 
huffed and stood up, a stack of papers in his arms. 


"Well, it's extremely late, so the five of you probably want to get some sleep before-" Jimmy was cut off by 
Slash quietly snoring in his seat. He rolled his eyes, obviously getting frustrated with us. 


"Just leave for Lafayette in the morning. Put these up around town when you get there." He dropped the 
papers in his arms on the table and stalked out of the room. 


| can't believe we irritated Jimmy Page that much. 


Remind us to hug Slash when he wakes up. 


The One With The Cows 


As much as | wanted to stay awake all night so that | could sleep all through the next day, every burst of 
energy | had had in the last few hours had all worn off and | was out like a Slash. Izzy had led us to the small 
guest room. Not much to look at; just a few cots set up with a thin blanket and pillow. | could safely assume 
that The Resistance didn't entertain many one-night guests. They didn't entertain much anyway. Those who had 
jobs in the city would go out and prepare, and those who didn't get out before the pass-box shut down at 
dawn had to stay all day. If you went out, you stayed out until dark. They had a small library, a few writing 
utensils, and of course, the instruments, but that was the extent of the entertainment the headquarters 
provided. 


| chose a bed nearest to the wall, figuring | could calm myself better if there was nothing to look at. | still 
wasn't completely thrilled with the idea of going back to Lafayette. | had only been gone for 5 years; it wasn't 
long enough. Maybe 4 generations after | was buried in the cold, hard ground it would be long enough. Or 
maybe 0. 


As | was staring at the wall, taking long, shuddery breaths, | found myself wishing | had never opened the 
envelope. Never questioned it at all. Forgotten about Izzy and burned everything, just like he told me to. It 
would be easy. But now, it was too late. No more than 4 days, but 4 days too late. 


On the bright side, youre making a lot of people's’ lives better by being a stubborn jackass. The kids you'll teach, and 
even your brothers. Duff and Slash wouldnt have a vocalist. IF you had never sung, Steven wouldn't have stumbled 
in If you hadnt been a four-piece band, you wouldn't have gotten the job in Seattle, leading you back to izzy. 


Yeah, they're all here together because of you. 
And there's no guarantee youll even see your family there. 


“There's also no guarantee that I'll see Satan when | go to Hell, but there's a damn good chance." | muttered, 
hoping everyone else was already asleep. That last remark shut up my interior monologues, because they didn't 


seem to have any sarcastic comments about it. 


| flipped onto my other side, surveying the other cots beside me. Slash was still completely out. One would 
have a better chance of waking up a dead snail. Duff looked like he was also sleeping, but far more 
uncomfortably because the cot cut off at his ankles. 


The other curse of being tall. 


lzzy looked more used to the uncomfortableness of the cots, as he had been sleeping on them for a few days. 
And Steven.. was just smiling in his sleep. He was wrapped like a little burrito in the scratchy blanket, with 
Stacy cuddled close to his chest. What was it about that elephant? What was it about her that made her so 


soothing? 


One of the great mysteries of life; never to be answered. 


As | laid there, pondering the mysteries of the Steven universe, | started drifting off to sleep. 


When | woke up, | was in the van Where the van was, | wasn't sure. It didn't look much like Seattle, and not 


particularly like any of the states | expected to surround it. 


"Where are we?" | asked, rubbing my face. 


"Welcome back, Axl, you really slept” Slash said, turning around from his position in shotgun. 


Again? 


"You should talk Where are we?" | asked again, already feeling the effects of no coffee on road trips’. 


"We're about halfway through Montana" Duff explained, looking up briefly from the driver's seat. 


"Finally, you're awakel" Steven exclaimed, looking like he had far too much pent-up energy. 


‘Ive been waiting for fucking hours for you or Izzy to wake up!" He was literally bouncing in his seat from 


excitement. 


"Calm the fuck down, Popcorn. You're giving me a headache from watching you." | groaned, shooting him and evil 


eye. 


"Sorry, Ax. I've just been so bored. | thought I'd have someone to do something with, but Duff could barely 
wake you up enough to make it into the van, and once you were in, you were out like a light. Duff has to drive, 


and Slash is no fun, so you wanna play road trip games?" 


Road trip games? 


It is too goddamned early for talk of road trip games. 


"What do you mean I'm no fun?" Slash demanded. Steven pouted slightly. 


"The only game you wanted to play was ‘dirty license plates'." 


"What's so not fun about that?" Slash asked, feigned offense. 


"We're not drunk enough to have the mentality of bth graders." Steven protested. 


"You've always got the mentality of a bth grader.” 


"Give me some credit; l'm a Tth grader, at least." Slash snorted and turned back around in his seat to watch 
the passing scenery of Montana. If you could consider it scenery. "Well, | was talking with some of the others 
back at headquarters before we left, and they taught me a few road trip games.” Steven continued. | rubbed 
my temples slightly. 


‘lm sorry, Steve, but I'm not really in the mood to play any games just yet." | said, my eyes lowering to half- 
mast. Steven shrugged. 


"Your loss. I'll just play with Stacy." Steven turned towards the window on his side and stared intently, staying 
silent. Once we were in near-total silence, | started to enjoy myself. The dull hum of the engine gave just 


enough background noise to clear my mind. | started looking out my window, watching the slowly rolling hills of 


Montana pass the window. Not focusing on anything was.. really soothing. | could probably almost fall aslee- 


"COWSIII" Steven screeched, breaking the silence. We all jumped at Steven's sudden outburst, including Duff, who 
nearly drove us off the road. Once the van had stopped swerving and we were firmly back on the road, 
everyone turned to glare at Steven 


"What the fuck was that?!" Slash nearly yelled Steven shrugged. 


"| said | was going to be playing a road trip game. Yelling is part of the cows game." He explained, like it was one 
of the most obvious things in the entire universe. 


"What the fuck is the cows game?" | asked, still somewhat glaring at him. 


If you see cows on your side of the road, you yell ‘cows’, and you get a point for your team. If you see cows 
on the other side of the road, you yell ‘reverse cows’. If you do that before the other team yells ‘cows’, you 
steal a point. If you see a graveyard on either side, you yell ‘ghost cow’, and your team gets all the other 
team's points." After Steven finished his brief and enthusiastic explanation, all the glares directed at him had 
shifted to expressions of confusion. 


Who taught Steven this game, and what is the quickest way | could kill them? 


| felt rustling around in the back of the van, and Izzy scooched towards the middle, squatting next to Steven 


"You know what, Steve? That sounds like a fun game. Do you mind if | join in?" He asked, grinning. 


"If you want. But you're gonna be at a disadvantage, Stacy can spot a cow from a mile away." He warned. 


"Hey, Steven, what do they call a falsely called cow?" Slash asked, grinning evilly. 


"Bull" Steven declared. | had to snicker at the perfectly-placed cow pun. 


"| want in" Duff said, glancing in the rearview mirror. 


"Me too." Slash said, eagerly turning towards his window. Steven looked at me expectantly. 


"You wanna play too, Axl? The teams are uneven right now." 


"Yeah, Axl, play the cow game with us." Izzy encouraged. 


Ugh. 


Dammit. 


"Fine, but I'm gonna whup all of your asses." | warned. 


As the hours passed, an unsettling amount of farms were passed from Montana through a tiny corner of 
Wyoming and finally entering South Dakota, where we would be spending the night. We had countless ‘cows’ 
calls, a few ‘reverse cows’, and a debateable ‘ghost cow’ when we passed a small cross stood up by the side of 


the road. Slash and Steven were still arguing about it when we came into South Dakota. 


"Dude, you don't know there was an actual body buried there!" 


"Crosses are used to mark the dead. It counts as a gravestone!" 


"Crosses can also be used to remember the dead; it could have just been a memorial cross." 


"Oh, shut the fuck up, you two!" Izzy exclaimed. "We got another shitload of travelling to do tomorrow, so we'll 
compromise; if we pass another miniature, lone-standing cross by the side of the road, itll count as a 
graveyard, but if we don't, all points stand. Is that acceptable?" He asked, glaring at the two of them. They 
nodded, looking like ashamed puppies. 


A few minutes, the blonde puppy perked up. 


"Wasn't there a song back in the 60's that took place in the black mountain hills of Dakota? About a raccoon, 
or something?" He asked, scrunching up his face, trying to remember. "The band was, uh... fuck, | don't 


remember. The Beenies, or some shit like that." 


"The Beatles?" Slash offered. Steven snapped his fingers excitedly. 


"Yeah! Them! Did they have a song about a raccoon?" 


"Rocky Raccoon, wasn't it?" Izzy asked. "One of the older guys at the headquarters is always tapping on a piano, 
singing something that sounded like it crawled out of the old west. But he's got such a thick accent, | can 
barely catch a word or two. Sometimes it sounds like he might be singing about Rocky Raccoon. Why do you 
ask, Steven?" 


"| like to think that if somewhere was interesting enough to write a song or make a movie about, then its 


gotta be worth visiting, don't you think?" He asked. Duff squinted at an upcoming sign 


"We've got Black Hills National Forest coming up at exit I. Itll add a few hours to our trip, but | think the 


scenery will be worth it. All in favor?" He called. 


"Aye!" Izzy and Steven said, raising their hands in unison. 


"Motion carried. We're taking exit IT." Duff announced, switching on the turn signal. Bold was excited to see the 


mountains; Italics was less enthralled by the increase in our travel time, so | was torn in my feelings. 


Dude, these mountains are, like, third on my American mountain bucket list. 


What are the first two? 


Easy. The Rockies, and The Badlands of South Dakota 


Nerd 


Fuck off. 


The One With The Break 


| might not have voted right off the bat to take a detour through Black Hills National Forest, but had | known 


it would be as gorgeous as it was, | probably would have. 
There's a reason it was on my bucket list. 

You're gonna break your arm patting yourself on the back lke this 
Arm well-broken. 


It might have been pretty, but it really did pack on the hours onto the trip. Not even Duff the driving addict 
can handle that much driving without a break. It had been almost lb hours since we left Seattle, and there had 


only been breaks for gas twice since. We needed an actual break. 


Steven was too full of energy to sit still at all. He was probably going to explode or something if he didn't run 
around until he passed out. That sort of seemed like that would be his go-to energy burn. Slash was bouncing 
a knee and continually twirling a lock of hair around his finger; flipping it and tugging on it. Even Izzy was 
getting restless. Izzy, for fuck's sakel 


The second we saw an opening in the endless line of trees, Duff was the first to react by swiftly steering us 
towards it, towards what seemed to be a picnic area. Or an area for 5 outlaw musicians to get out of their 


unsuspecting van and stretch their legs. 
Thank God its getting dark. 
Thank God for alcohol! 


Nearly the instant the van's motor shut off, Steven was leaping out of his seat, making a beeline for the trees 
beyond the few scattered picnic benches. He was so eager to get out, that he didn't look back when Stacy was 
left on his seat. Judging by the moans of relief coming from the trees, Stacy might have been left on purpose. 
| grabbed her and exited the van, stretching my arms over my head. Izzy trailed me, looking positively ecstatic 
to be out in the open. 


It is really good to be out of the van Last time we drove that long- 


Last time we drove that long, Steven was talking almost the entire time! Really not a fan of the extensive road 
Irps. 


How else are you going to see the country? 


Dont really need to, thanks. The orignal trip from Lafayette to LA was plenty. 


Square. 


Asshole. 


"Cool it" | yawned. Too much talking was happening in my brain, and it needed to stop. 


We were probably going to end up spending the night in this field, willingly or not. Duff looked absolutely 
exhausted, as evidenced when he sat down at the picnic table and pulled a Slash. Slash went to the back of the 
van and pulled out what little alcohol we still had. Two beers. It looked like we would have to ‘share’ it. 


Air quotes around the word ‘share’. Slash is going to drink it all before Steven has time to re-zip his fly. 


| chuckled at Bold's remark, setting Stacy down on the table where Duff was half-dead and just started 
meandering around the field, occasionally muttering words that could be lyrics to some song someday. Words 
were much easier to work with than music. | could make words sound good, but | had as much chance as a 


snowball in Hell to make music sound good. That was Izzy's job. 


| was just sorta thinking about the government and stuff. People having to hide to sing. They used to sing in 
the streets for money. During the holidays, they would sing door-to-door. Singing isn’t a crime. It isn’t, and 
never should be. Music shouldn't be a privilege,taken away from those who squandered it, as the new 


generation has been raised to believe; it's a right. People have the right to music. 


| smell a song. 


| did, too. | also had a pad and pen in the van. The words were coming to mind as | jogged back to the van to 


write them down. 


Words. Words. Words. 


What the fuck are you doing? 


Preventing new words from coming fo mind. The first ones were gold 


Once | retrieved my writing utensils and parked my ass in the grass, | pulled the cap off the pen with my 
teeth and started scribbling down the words in my brain 


Look in the doubt weve wallowed 
Look at the leaders we've followed 
Look at the lies weve swallowed, 


and | dont wanna hear no more. 


My hands are tied 

For all Ive seen has changed my mind, 

but still the wars go on as the years go by 
with no love of God or human rights 

Cause all these dreams are swept aside 

by bloody hands of the hypnotized 

who carry the cross of homicide. 


And history bears the scars. 


After the flood of words that came from the pen, my inspiration just seemed to dry up. | had written what 
could maybe be a verse and a chorus, but how would it go? | stared at the words, nibbling on the end of the 


pen when Steven came running out of the trees, looking panicked. 


"GUYS! Guys, we gotta get out of here, like, right now!" He yelled. 


"Fuck, Steve, what'd you do?" Slash asked, scratching his head lazily. 


"Just assume it was something stupid and get in the van!" Steven said, trying to shake Duff awake. Confused, | 
looked up to where Steven had run out from. There was a dim, yet highly ominous glow coming from the 


trees. When no one seemed to be cooperating, Steven shifted into a form | had never seen before. 


"EVERYONE, GET YOUR FUCKING ASSES IN THE VAN BEFORE | LEAVE YOU HERE WHERE THE THING MAKING 
THAT GLOW CAN GET YOU!" He screamed. | jumped a little at his sudden outburst and scrambled for the van, 


scoring shotgun. 


Haha! Slash, you sucker! 


Mind your double-entendres, please. 


That was unnecessary to bring up. 


Izzy jumped into the van a few seconds after | did, resuming his position in the back. | watched Slash slap Duff 
awake and the two of them stumble tiredly through the dark, sitting where Steven and | had been. Steven slid 
into the driver's seat and sped out of the field, back onto the main road towards Rapid City. 


"You got us into the van, now will you please tell us what the fuck happened in the forest?" Slash demanded, 


leaning into the front seat area. Steven grinned sheepishly. 


| might have uncovered an underground military lab that contains evidence of widespread mind control over 


the country." 


"You WHAT?" Three voices yelled and one voice sleepily mumbled. 


"| guess | should tell the whole story...” 


The One With Steven's Brain 


Author's Notes: 

The first (and maybe not last) chapter in Steven's POV. My updates are going to be spotty during November, 
as I'm taking part in National Novel Writing Month, so if there's no new update for a few days, hold your 
horses, because it's coming. | love this story, and | plan to see it through to the end. 


+ Inside Steven's Brain + 

20 Minutes Ago 

Man, is driving boring! And it's so much worse when people are sleeping. | mean, all | could do was sit there 
quietly. Stacy wanted to talk, but Duff said we had to keep it down, because Axl's a whiny bitch if he doesn't 
sleep right. He wouldn't even let us whisper. Axl must be a really light sleeper or something. At least he and 
Izzy woke up when we were halfway to Rapid City. Otherwise, | would have probably jumped out of the window, 
just as something to do. Plus, | had to piss really bad. 


| was so happy when Duff stopped the van, but he just stopped it in a field, so, no bathrooms. Thank God Little 
Steven isn't shy to do it outside. By the time | was done, Duff was pretty much out, Slash and lzzy looked a 


little slow from drinking all of our beer, and Axl was just muttering to himself and walking around the field. 


| could never tell him, but | think Axl might be a little crazy. He always seems to be talking to someone, even if 
he's alone. Not just one person, at least two, and they always seem to be arguing. Well, it's not my place to 
judge people. I'm not a judge; l'm a pilot, and pilots don’t judge. One of my first co-pilots, Jared, he told me that 
when | caught him making out with a stewardess. 


Well, no one seemed quite to be in the right mindset to do any talking, so | picked Stacy up from the table 
where someone had set her and started walking around, mostly in the direction of the thick forest surrounding 


the field. 


"Steve, why are we going to explore the Black Hills forest alone? It's really thick and it all looks the same." 


Stacy complained, 


"C'mon, Stace, don't be a square. How many opportunities are we going to get to explore South Dakota?" | 


countered. Stacy sighed. 


"When we're eaten by forest monsters, you can't blame me." She warned. | laughed a little. 


"We won't get lost. It's not that dark yet. Plus, there are no such things as forest monsters. You're thinking of 


swamp monsters, but they're nowhere near here." 


If Stacy was able to, she probably would have rolled her eyes at my joke. But she can't, ‘cause she's just a 
stuffed elephant. Well, she wasn't always an elephant. Stacy used to be a nurse, and she even went to be a 
battlefield nurse during Vietnam, but her camp got blown to smithereens, and she died. Now, she's an elephant. 
| can't explain how she talks to me. It's sorta like... like | hear her, but no one else does, and she doesn't look like 
she's talking, and she can't move on her own, but beyond that, she's pretty much a regular human being. 


Except dead. 


Stacy and | walked deeper and deeper into the forest, always making sure we could see the van, or hear Slash's 


drunk laughing. Whenever Slash gets drunk, he either passes out or starts laughing at everything. 


"Steven, we are not going in any deeper than where we can still see the van from." Stacy ordered, using her 
best ‘mom’ voice. | always thought it was cute when she did that. So cute, that | started running in the 
opposite direction of the van, just to mess with her a little. We were in far farther than visible from the van, 
and Stacy was fucking flipping out. 


"Get your ass back to the van, soldier!" she was screaming, and it felt like she was screaming right in my ear. 
| slowed down a little and sat on a mossy log, too catch my breath a little and to give Stacy a chance to calm 


her tits. 


"For fuck's sake, Steven, you really want to get lost in the woods? You ever read one of those stories about 
people who get lost in the woods? They starve to death, or bears get to them. If a bear showed up behind us 


right now, we would be screwed." She exclaimed, first sounding frustrated, then exasperated. | sighed and stood 


up. 


"You're really no fun in the forest" | said, leaning against a nearby tree, looking at Stacy like a teenage rebel 


would look at their mother. 


As | leaned, | heard a noise come from behind me. Of course, the first thought that came to mind was that 
Stacy was right, and that we would end the day as bear shit. Luckily, in this case, it wasn't a bear. And the 


tree | was leaning against wasn't a tree. A panel opened in the side, covered in fake bark. Behind the panel 


showed a bright yellow ladder that led down into the Earth. | looked to Stacy for instruction. 


"What do you want me to say?" She asked, impatiently. | shrugged. 


"Well, | obviously want a second opinion of whether | should go down this ladder or not." 


"Will you go down anyway if | say you shouldn't?" 


"Probably." | admitted. 


"Then, leave me here. | don't need to be pulled into whatever you're gonna find down there." She declared. | 


rolled my eyes and climbed into the small opening, down onto the ladder. 


Cautiously, | lowered myself down, rung by rung. The whole way down, | was just wondering how the fire 
marshall could have allowed this. And how deep this hole went. And what exactly was the hellish glow coming 
from the bottom? | nearly let go of the ladder at the thought. What was | going to do if this was actually the 
way down to Hell? Would all the fucking demons escape since | left the tree open? Shit, they probably were. | 
bit my lip, contemplating whether or not | should keep going. Well, | could either run from the glow, or | could 


become Satan's second-in-command. How badass would that be? 


| kept climbing down, and, in a sense, found Hell in a tree. At the bottom of the ladder, there was a large room, 
almost as big as the Resistance headquarters. Guys in lab coats. Lots of them, and big machinery. But the 
thing that shocked me most was what looked like a giant satellite dish. It was on, and making noises. But was it 


broadcasting or was it a radar? | didn't know, or even know how to go about figuring it out. 


One lab coat guy who was standing at a table within pebble-throwing distance was flipping through some 
papers. Important looking papers. He suddenly walked away from the table, leaving the papers behind. | knew 
Stacy was going to yell at me afterwards, but | needed to know what was going on in this tree. 


| snuck out of the little nook between the ladder and the room and snatched the papers off the table, making a 
mad dash for the ladder. Not fast enough. 


INTRUDER ALERT! INTRUDER ALERT! 


Shit, shit, SHIT! 


| started scrambling up the ladder and heard more people join me on the ladder. Big security-type goons. If | 
didn't get out of the tree and back to the van before they caught me, | might have had the chance to be 


Satan's second-in-command after all. 


When | could see the dim light from the outside, | started getting hopeful. All | had to do was pick up Stacy 
and just bolt in the way she was facing. | was gonna make it! | felt a hand grip my ankle. FUCK! FUCK THESE 
FUCKING SKINNY ANKLES! 


| stopped climbing and just tried to crush the guy's other hand that was holding him onto the ladder. One 
stomp. Two- three stomps. Four stomps and the hand let go of my ankle. | looked down and watched the guy 
fall down the hole, landing on at least two other goons, who were also climbing the ladder. | couldn't see any 


farther down after that. | relaxed slightly and climbed the rest of the way out of the tree. 


If Stacy could have raised an eyebrow in an ‘I-told~you-so' manner, she probably would have then 


"Yeah, yeah, | know. You don't have to rub it in" | groaned, stretching my arms over my head. 


"If you're really in the mood to not do stupid things, how about you read those papers as we go back to the 
van." She pointed out. | rolled my eyes and picked her up, starting to walk and read at the same time. 


The papers used a lot of big science-y words, but the jist of it was that the satellite dish | had seen was 
deploying some sort of signal that was fucking with people's brains. Making them continually vote for the 
current president, but that it had less of an effect of the new generation. | folded up the papers and stuck 
them in my pants pocket. 


"Steve, its getting dark. Pick up the pace a little." | rolled my eyes at Stacy's orders, but sped up my pace. A 
loud crunching noise came from behind me, about where the tree had been | turned around to see a four- 


wheeler. At least a dozen of them. 


"Tell me something, dingledork, who's always right?" Stacy demanded. Instead of answering, | just fucking ran as 


fast as my skinny ankles would carry me. 


Once | was in view of the van, | could see that everyone looked about settled for the night. 


"GUYS! Guys, we gotta get out of here right now!" | yelled, running towards them. 


"Fuck, Steve, what'd you do?" Slash asked, scratching his head lazily. 


"Just assume it was something stupid and get in the van!" | yelled, running towards Duff to shake him awake. 
He was our driver, but it looked like | might have to get us to Rapid City. None of the guys were moving from 
where they were seated There was no time for this. None at all. 


"EVERYONE, GET YOUR FUCKING ASSES IN THE VAN BEFORE | LEAVE YOU HERE WHERE THE THING MAKING 
THAT GLOW CAN GET YOU!" | screamed. Axl seemed to be the only one who wasn't drunk or exhausted, 


because he jumped and scrambled into shotgun. 


Izzy followed him in, and Slash woke up Duff and dragged him into the van. | got into the driver's seat and 
started heading towards Rapid City. 


"You got us into the van, now will you please tell us what the fuck happened in the forest?" Slash demanded, 
leaning into the front seat area. | grinned sheepishly. 


| might have uncovered an underground military lab that contains evidence of widespread mind control over 


the cou ntry." 


"You WHAT?" Three voices yelled and one voice sleepily mumbled. 


The One Where Steven Almost Kills Everyone 


Author's Notes: 
| am back from my mini-hiatus! | finally had the time and the energy to churn out another chapter, so here it 
is! 


+Back In Axl's Brain 
After Steven told his tale, he pulled out a bundle of folded-up papers from his back pocket and handed them 


to me. 
| read through them, but they're not very clear." He warned. | unfolded them and quickly scanned the pages. 


The government of the 50 United States of America, as well as ifs provinces, hereby authorizes the utilization of 
Project ‘Animi Imperio’ in all times of need deemed fit by Appendix C, Section 83, Paragraph IT, Sub-Paragraph 2 in 
the Code of Animi Imperio. 


Say what? 

If book says it's okay, it's okay. 

But what's Project ‘Animi Imperio'? 

Something thats probably very bad 

"Steven, did you happen to see Project ‘Animi Imperio'?" | asked. Steven nodded eagerly. 


"That's why those goons were chasing me. | happened across it when | climbed down into a tree." | could almost 
hear Izzy face-palming behind us. 


"Steven, why the hell were you climbing into a tree?" He asked. 


"Cause | had already opened the tree, so | figured that if the demons had already been let out, it would up my 
chances of being Satan's second-in-command, and that would be fucking badass." Steven explained, rolling his 


eyes at Izzy's incredibly stupid question Izzy exhaled, looking like he was probably going to smack someone soon 


The van fell silent after that, with Slash joining Duff in the back of the van, so dead asleep that they were 
probably half-dead, Izzy thinking quietly and me reading through the ins and outs of the legal documentation 
Steven had snatched. 


It didn't tell much about Project ‘Animi Imperio’, just went on and on about how the government had said it 


was okay, and a book had been written to say it was okay, and scientists had said it was okay. 


Sure as hell doesn't seem okay. 


No, it does not. 


"Does anyone actually know how to get to Rapid City from here?" Steven asked, sheepishly. 


Duff does. 


Í think he's asking someone who isn't half-dead 


Well, he should be more specific. 


"| think only Duff knows the way." | admitted, 


"Well, does anyone know the way anywhere?" He pleaded. 


"How about we just keep going until we get somewhere, then we stop and wait for Duff to wake up?" Izzy 
suggested. | turned around to look at him in disbelief. 


"How fucking drunk are you right now?" | asked. 


"Only a one-beer drunk" He protested. | rolled my eyes. 


You know things are bad when the last two left mentally sound is the one who hears voices and the one who 
talks to an elephant. 


| bit my lip, realizing that Bold was right. | was shaken from my doubts by Steven gasping beside me. 


"Stacy, you FUCKING GENIUS!" He exclaimed. 


"What'd Stacy say?" Izzy asked, sleep invading his voice. 


"Stacy suggested that we just go into the next town, then ask for directions and go straight through the night 
to Lafayette. That way, Duff will be all rested if we need a getaway driver." Steven grinned. 


"And you're suggesting that you're gonna drive across the entirety of South Dakota and Minnesota, not to 
mention the small parts of Wisconsin, Illinois and Indiana?" | asked, raising an eyebrow. Steven made a face that 
looked like he was seriously considering it. His nose scrunched up and he started nibbling on the end of his little 


finger. 


"Yeah, sure. If Duff can do it, why can't |?" He asked, shrugging. 


Because Duff's a Duff and you're a Steven? 


"Go right ahead, if you think you can" | yawned. "I'm going to sleep." As confident as Steven had seemed, he 
definitely was no Duff. 


| woke up hours later to see Steven staring at the road, looking asleep, but with his eyes open. His knuckles 


were white from how hard he was gripping the wheel. 


"Are you okay, Steven?" | yawned, rubbing my eyes. 


'NeverbetterAxl! Totallyfine! Doinggreat! Driving'sfun! Lotsoffun" He blurted, his words jumbling together. 


"Why the hell are you so damn jittery?" | asked 


"StoppedoffafewmilesbackandgotmyselfafewJoltColas! Fuckingdeliciousandtheykeepmeawakesolcandrivedrivedrivel" 
He exclaimed, giggling between his words. "Youwantone? Ithinktheremightstillbeafewleft! 


Theykeepyouawakesoyoucandrivedrivedrivel” 


What sane person sold Popcorn Jolt Cola? 


They were most likely not a sane person. The question, however, is.. 


"Jesus, Popcorn, how many did you drink?" | asked, noticing the pile of cans gathered in the back 


'Higureaboutoneeveryhourorso! Maybetwoorthree! Idunno! Itshardtokeeptrackaftertwelve." He babbled. 


Twelve? He drank twelve fucking Jolt Colas? 


Twelve is too many for a non-Steven person fo drink This oughta be interesting 


Italics was right. It was interesting, especially after | noticed how fast we were actually going. 


"Steve, don't you think that maybe going IIO is a bit too fast?" | asked, cautiously. 


"Notfastenoughmydear Axl! Wearen'tnearlygoingfastenough! Wegottagofaster, andgettoLafayettebeforesunrise, 
sothatwecantrainthekidsinthewonderfulartofmusicandover throwthefuckinggovernmentsomeday, 
sothatwedon'thavetohideanymore." He laughed, pushing the gas pedal harder. My eyes widened as the 
speedometer slowly creeped up. The crazy motherfucker was going to crash this thing! 


"JESUS CHRIST, STEVEN, SLOW THE FUCK DOWN!" Duff yelled from the backseat. Steven eeped and slowed the 


van down to a little below the speed limit. 


"What the hell is wrong with you? Why are you driving so fucking fast?" He exclaimed, coming towards the 
front of the van. 


"'msorryDuff! lwantedtosurpriseyoubyshowingyouthatyoudidn'thavetodriveasmuchtomorrow, 
solgotmyselfsomevoltColatostayawake, butnowlmalljitter yandtwitchyandmyheartisracingandlcan‘tslowdown" He 


whimpered. Duff rolled his eyes. 


"Axl, did you have any Jolt Cola?" | shook my head. "Steven, pull over and let Axl drive until the caffeine wears 
off enough that you can talk normally." He ordered. Steven nodded solemnly and the pulled over so that the 
two of us could switch seats. Only when Duff's light snoring join the chorus of snores coming from the back 
did Steven start to talk again. 


‘SoAxlwhat'sLafayettelike? Youknow, Indianaisoneoftheonlystateslhaven'tspentthenightinyet! There'sonlyseven, 
Ithink! TherestareMississippiGeorgiaUtahArkansasMaineVermontandAlaska..” 


Is he going to talk like this the entire rest of the way to Indiana? 


No, just until the caffeine high wears off. 


So itll only seem like the rest of the way; gotcha 


Luckily, one of the side effects of energy drinks is that the more you drink, the longer you sleep afterwards. 
Steven was out like a Slash within an hour. | drove through the rest of the night in total silence, except for 
the occasional comment from Bold or Italics. It was relaxing. | could see why Duff enjoyed it so much. Everyone 


was just beginning to stir when we were a few miles away from the lllinois-Indiana border. 


"Axl, you want me to drive the rest of the way? You should probably rest up a little before we get to 
Lafayette." Duff offered, yawning. | shrugged. 


"| wouldn't object to it" | admitted, pulling the van over. We climbed over each other and Steven without any 
boots in any undesirable places and were back on the road with a ‘two hours until arrival’ declaration. | wanted 
to sleep before we got there, but my mind wouldn't let me. The scenery that had all seemed the same was 


now shifting into familiarity. 


Hs all for the greater good, man. You can do it. 


Maybe it won't be so bad 


| almost wanted to agree with Italics before | saw the sign: ‘Welcome To Lafayette’ and all the memories came 


flooding back. 


"Right. It's not gonna be so bad" 


The One Where Axl Goes Off The Deep End 


| watched the early morning sun rise over the town from the window beside my seat. My hands were shaking 
uncontrollably as more familiar scenery came into view. Every building had their own memory attached to it. 
Some were halfway decent memories, like the time | beat the crap out of that kid, but most of them were 
flashbacks to me getting my ass kicked Midwestern hicks we may be, but being different in high school means 


you use your fists before your mind. 

| turned away from the window and pressed my forehead into my hands to stop the shakes. 
Jimmy Page had better say his prayers. He's doomed when we get back. 

My heart was beating too hard to even properly hear my interior monologues. 


"Turn around" | muttered. "Just get me out. Turn around. Go back. Turn around" My face was heating up, 
probably nearing the color of my hair. It was too much. The flashbacks of the time | spent in town was 
accompanying memories of the dark room and the sensations. Everything came back at once. For fuck's sake, it 


was too much. 
"Duff, turn around, | can't do it." | said, breathing heavily. 
"What do you mean, Ax?" He asked, glimpsing at me in the rearview mirror. 


"| MEAN | CAN'T DO IT! GET ME OUT OF HERE!" | screamed, trying to yank open the door. My hands slipped off 
the handle, and | just couldn't get a proper grip on it. | felt a hand on my shoulder and whirled around to find 


Izzy looking at me, seeming extremely concerned. 
"You need to calm down, Axl." He said, slowly. | swallowed before responding. 


"Now, how the hell am | supposed to do that, Izz? How the actual hell am | supposed to forget everything 
that's happened here? Like there," | pointed out the window at the street corner we were passing. "First corner 
| got mugged on. That stop sign over there is bent from my fucking head being smashed into it. So tell me, 


how am | supposed to calm down here?" 


| bent down into my lap to quell the endless shaking; vibrating, almost. Bold and Italics had nothing to say, 
neither did anyone else in the van, so no one said anything. Instead, | felt the light weight of a stuffed elephant 
placed beside my face. | looked up to see the short trunk protruding from the fluffy, light gray body. Stacy. | 
looked into her little round eyes and could almost swear | saw emotion in them. Sympathy? Pity? Maybe 


reassurance. 


| shook my head a little and looked up to see Steven, looking alert and worried. Everyone was looking at me with 
the same expression, except for Duff, who was still sort of driving, but taking a glimpse in the rearview 


mirror to look at me every few seconds. 


"Ax, when you left this place, you only had me." Izzy started, softly. 


"But its not just you and Izzy against the world anymore." Slash continued. 


"Yeah, there's five of us, and you're our brother." Steven said, cracking a small smile. 


"You're going to be okay, Axl. We've got each other's backs." Duff added. "And besides." he pulled out the 
switchblade from his back pocket; the one he had used against my throat the first night. | had almost 
forgotten that Duff had it. "We're musicians, remember? Scum of the streets. Hoodlums and punks, full of 


alcohol, violence, and drugs." He said, grinning. 


| wanted to smile back at the blondes, but | couldn't; their words were comforting, but the cold chill that had 
started creeping around my heart when we entered the state completely had me in its grasp. | gingerly picked 
up Stacy from my knee and lifted her to my chest, stroking her furry head tenderly, just trying to stop 
shaking. The shakes had overtaken my body, penetrating my lungs. Air entered and exited in rasps. 


GET IT TOGETHER, MAN! 


Calm down, just calm down. 


Is gonna be over in a couple of days; no big deal. 


its all gonna be okay. 


"SHUT UP! SHUT THE FUCK UP AND GET OUT OF MY FUCKING HEAD!" | screamed, clutching at my scalp. 


"Christ, Axl! What the hell was that?" | heard someone ask. 


We can't get out. 


Were part of you, Axl Rose. 


Part of you forever. 


"You're not part of me. Get the fuck out" | whimpered, feeling more insane with every passing second. 


You'll never get rid of us, Axl. 


"Is he okay?" | heard Slash whisper, probably to Izzy. No one answered. 


Part of you, Axl 


Always here... 


Always with you 


My short fuse burnt down to nothing, and | screeched out my agony. | lunged forward, snatched the 
switchblade from Duff and placed it against my neck. 


"Is this what you wanted, you fuckers? Wanted me to sink the ship we're all on?" | growled. 


"Axl, put down the knife." Izzy said, cautiously, from behind me. | think he knew that this wasn't just about me 
not wanting to go home, that there was some kind of higher power at play. 


Put down the knife, you bloody idiot. 


| nearly dropped the blade at the appearance of a third voice in my head. | shook my head stubbornly at the 
voice. ltd have to do a lot better than that. 


You want to slit your throat just because of memories? You're Axl motherfucking Rose now; not some candy- 


ass midwestern hick. Get your panties out of their fucking bunch and look around you. These are guys who 
care about you, so why are you being such a prick to them? Give Duff back his blade, and just bring music 
back to the world 


For some inexplicable reason, | lowered the blade, shut it and handed it back to Duff. 


‘lm sorry, guys." | whispered, not making eye contact with any of them. | picked Stacy up from where she had 


landed on the floor and cuddled her close. 


‘Its okay, Ax. Just don't.. don't scare us like that anymore." Steven said, softly. | didn't look up at him, just 
continued to hold Stacy close. 


The new voice was right. | wasn't done here, and | wasn't going to be done until the government was. Go down 
in a blaze of glory. Some hadn't gotten their chance to do so. Look at Clapton; look at Hendrix. They fought, but 


in the end, their cause was still nearly lost. But the new voice had given me another chance. 
"What do | call you?" | whispered, as quietly as | could to the new voice. 
What do you call me? 


"Yeah, what's your name?" 


Well.. my name is John, but my mates used to call me Bonzo. 


The One With The Car 


After a few minutes of stroking Stacy, | finally calmed down. The words of my brothers were comforting, and 
by the time we reached the crossroads, | was pretty much chill again. | handed Stacy back to Steven as we 
hopped out of the van. 

“Alright, Izzy. We're here, we're ready, what's the plan?" Duff asked, stretching his long arms over his head. 
Izzy was digging through the equipment in the back of the van, and pulled out the stack of papers Jimmy gave 
us. 

"Jimmy went through the system that The Resistance uses for finding recruits with me, and it isn't difficult. 
We put up these flyers that list a time and a radio frequency. At that frequency, and that exact minute, we 
give instructions for anyone listening to come down here at midnight, which would be two hours from then 
Whoever was listening will show up here, where we'll explain what we're doing and start the screening process. 
If the cops show up, we need to be prepared." Everyone nodded along as Izzy explained the plan in a low voice. 

| don't like it, Axl Mate of mine went all looney at the crossroads at midnight. 

"Any particular reason it's at the crossroads at midnight, 122?" | asked, raising an eyebrow. 

"Nothing much more than that it's a landmark not too far out of town, and that midnight just seems 
appropriate, because it's the most evil" He grinned, devilishly. Duff and Slash chuckled at Izzy's joke, and Steven 
just kept the blank look that had been on his face since we stopped. 

What's up with him? 

Steven hasnt been this quiet since he was asleep after all those Jolts 

Would the two of you fucking bug_off? Axl does not need you in his head while we're in Lafayette. 

Who do think you're talking to, Bonham? 


Youre the intruder here! 


| sighed and rubbed the back of my head. Bonzo might not have been as irritating as Bold and Italics, but their 


constant bickering was giving me a headache. 
"Something wrong, Ax?" Slash asked. | shook my head. 
"Naw, it's just a little headache from all the driving. I'll be fine in a few minutes." | shrugged. 


"Well, we're not going out now. We can rest up a little and wait until sundown to put them up. Work under 


night's cover." Izzy said, putting the flyers back in the van 
"So what do we do now?" Duff asked, leaning against the van, his arms crossed. 


"Well, | was thinking we could go around and try and figure out the best places to hang up the flyers. Try and 
get a feel for the town again. Just spread word." Izzy suggested. Warning alarms rang out in my brain, and | 


shot Izzy a death glare. "With Axl staying behind to guard the van" He finished, tiredly. 


"Glad to do it." | said, going to sit in the less-than-green grass on the side of the road. | plucked a blade of 
some sort of weed from the separation between pavement and grass and stuck it between my teeth, lying 


down in the grass. 


"Go save the world, you crazy bastards." | said, waving my hand at them in the direction of town From the 
corner of my eye, | could see Duff shrug and pull Slash along by the hand as the two of them walked down 
the road towards town. | stretched my arms out underneath my head and breathed in the fresh air. 


Remind me again why we're sitting in the middle of a fucking field instead of going to scope out the enem 


territory? 
| took my solitude as an opportunity to actually talk to the voices in my head. 


"Cause | hate this motherfucking place, and someone had to stay behind and guard the van" | sighed, relaxing 
deeper into the ground. 


That's not a good answer. You're one of the guides. Why didn't they leave the puffball behind? 


They're all puffballs. You're going to have to be far more specific. 


The one with the bloody elephant. 


"Lay off Steven, Bonzo." | ordered. 


What's got your knickers in a fucking twist, mate? 


"Everything in my life has my knickers in a fucking twist. Absolutely everything. But they wouldn't be if you all 
would just shut up for two fucking seconds and let my brain do actual brain-type things. Then maybe | could 
actually relax." | snapped, closing my eyes tighter. No voices came back into my ears, and | relaxed back into 


my position 
"Hey, Ax? Who's Bonzo?" | heard a quiet voice ask. | peeled open one eyelid to see a Steven standing above me. 


"What are you doing here, Steve?" | asked, sitting up and shielding my eyes from the sun. 


"Well, it was unanimously decided that since you tried to slit your own throat no more than an hour ago, that 


it was maybe not the smartest move to leave you alone." He shrugged. 
"And you drew the short straw to have to come and babysit the psycho?" | rolled my eyes. 


"No. | chose to come back. l'm worried about you, Ax." He said, coming to sit next to me. | didn't answer, just 


kept chewing on whatever plant | had plucked and watching the clouds get blown around the sky. 


"Steve, why do you care about me so much?" | asked, with no warning. Steven made a small noise of confusion, 
but was silent for a moment. 


"| guess it's because you haven't given me any reason not to. Which reminds me.." | heard a rustling of fabric 
and opened my eye again to see Steven searching through his pockets. He pulled out a small box and tossed it 
onto my chest. | lifted a hand from behind my head and picked it up to observe the label. 

"Cigarettes?" | asked, sitting up. Steven shrugged. 

"Izzy told me to give them to you so you don't flip out and try to kill me or something.” | chuckled a little and 
pulled my lighter out of my own pocket. | slid one between my lips and lit it up, relishing the warmth that 
enveloped my soul. 

"Say, Ax? Can | have one?" | heard Steven ask. | exhaled into the air and turned to face him. 


"I thought you avoided it so you didn't get addicted." | said, lifting an eyebrow. 


"That was back when | was just a bum. Now that l'm a criminal bum, | can steal whatever the fuck | want." He 


declared, snatching the pack from my lap. 


"Suit yourself" | shrugged, taking another drag. The two of us sat, smoking in silence, watching the occasional 
vehicle pass and glaring at the driver. If they had slowed down to get a good look at us, they immediately sped 
up and left as soon as we gave them our death glares. 


Except for one car. 


Something struck me as familiar about it. My glare shifted into a look of concentration and confusion as | 


stared at it. The car had slowed down, as if the driver was staring at us as intently as | was staring at it. 


"You know that car, Ax?" Steven asked, crushing his cigarette to the ground. The driver side window rolled 
down and | caught a glimpse of the driver. My jaw dropped and my cigarette fell to the ground. The devil who 
called himself holy had been driving that car. He knew | had returned. | saw him, and he saw me. It was now 


only a matter of time before he came from me. 


"Well, do you know it?" Steven repeated. 


"Yeah, | know it. | know the driver, too." | growled. 
"Who was it?" | heard him press on. 


"The goddamned son-of-a-whore who called himself my father." 


The One Where Izzy Does Some Thinking 


Izzy's POV 


| must admit that it wasn't my best idea ever to leave Axl alone after he just tried to slit his throat. At least 
Steven volunteered to stay back with him. He's honestly been scaring me lately, with all of his talking to 
himself. Sure, he used to do it once in awhile, but ever since | found him in Seattle, I've noticed it's nearly 
constant; like he doesn't even notice he's doing it. In the van a few minutes ago, it's like something inside his 
head was driving him to do it, and then something pulled him back, and it wasn't us. I'll also admit that he 
completely despised the idea of coming back here, as did |, but | never thought that he'd lose it like it did. 


The scene | had just witnessed kept replaying in my mind as | walked into town behind Duff and Slash. | used to 
be the one he told everything to, when we roamed these very streets in our youth, but times have changed. 
We've changed. Somehow, | became the nationally wanted criminal, and Axl stayed somewhat respectable. At 


least, he wasn't nationally wanted until he found these two. 
"So, Izz, where are we going to put these things?" Duff asked, breaking my meandering thoughts. | shrugged. 


"Anywhere you see kids. Alleys are good The ones who like music are usually hanging around there. And noisy 
spots, like the junkyard. All the noise prevents outsiders from hearing their music.’ 


"Any underground clubs? Like, actually underground?" Slash asked. | had to resist from laughing. 


"Everyone we've passed has been wearing denim, plaid and been chewing on a stick. They have a community 


center for bingo. That's about it” Slash lifted an eyebrow. 
"Seriously? Fuck, even for Anytown, USA, this is boring." | allowed myself to chuckle at that. 
"Why do you think Axl and | left at our first opportunity?" 


"I thought it was because Axl had daddy issues." Duff said, remembering how | had glazed over this subject 
with them a while ago. | bit my lip slightly, wondering if | should tell them the whole story. On the one hand, 
Axl might not want me to tell them. On the other, more likely hand, they were our brothers and itd be a hell 
of a load off my back if | didn't have to worry about them overstepping boundaries. 


"The story's.. a little more complicated than that." | started, slowly. Slash cocked his head, causing some of his 


hair to fall out of his face. 


"How much more complicated? | don't think Duff's brain can handle something more complicated." He grinned. 
Duff gave him a hearty slap upside the back of his head for that one, which did nothing to dampen Slash's 


grin. 


"Asshole." Duff muttered as Slash threw his hair back into position 


‘ll fill you guys in as we put these up. We're already a day behind schedule and Jimmy's going to have my ass 
on a platter when we get back" | sighed, taking a sheet from Duff and stapling it to the nearest light post. 


| read the poster as | put it up: PAGE 1I0744AM - 7PM It was a good code, but | was worried if the kids 
would know it. The Resistance was a nation-wide ‘epidemic’, but the secret name for it was PAGE. There was 
some sort of meaning behind the acronym, but | could only ever remember that the words were squeezed 
around so that they fit Jimmy's name. These kids that we were trying to recruit.. they were barely able to 
walk when music was banned. We could only hope word had passed through the older-sibling grapevine. Word 


about Jimmy, and even music in general. 


"Have you ever thought that there might not be any kids in town who actually want to learn music? | mean, it 
was banned when we were kids, so how are they supposed to know anything about it?" Slash asked, breaking 
the silence. | turned back to him slowly, looking for the right words. 


"We just have to hope. We're not going to be around forever, and when we're gone, music will be, too. That's 
just what the government wants. Why do you think they're giving such severe punishments to the younger 
musicians? It's so that their spirits will be broken" | growled. Duff took a step back from me. 


'Izz, if you're gonna be talking about the government, put down the stapler." He said, quietly. | looked down at 
my hand to see the part that shot out staples was aimed right at him. 


‘Sorry.’ | muttered, pocketing it. | started leading the way through the streets, pointing out various locations to 
staple our flimsy posters to. We were down to the final dozen when Duff pointed out that we were out of 
staples. 


"What do we do with the rest?" Slash asked, counting the sheets. | shrugged. 
"Hand them out while we walk back to the van" 


"Say, are you ever actually going to tell us the full story of why you guys left, or are you just going to keep 
shrugging it off?" Duff asked, as we started back towards the van. | sighed. 


Its not usually something | like to bring up, but you guys deserve to know." | could sense the two of them 


were leaning in to hear me better. 


"Axl's stepfather.. wasn't the best dad in the world. He used to beat Ax's mother; probably still does, in fact. 
He beat Axl and his siblings as well. Whenever it happened, Ax would come over to my house and climb in 
through my window. But he never cried. He's a tough bastard. He'd crawl through my window, his face busted 
up, black eyes..bruises everywhere..nose gushing blood.and he never cried. However, there was one night where 
he crawled into my window, | was sleeping that night, | remember, and he shook me awake. | look over to him, 


and right below his eyes were shining. | started freaking out, because | thought his eyes were bleeding. It would 


have been better if they were bleeding. He was crying that night. Ol Reverend Bailey tried a new technique on 
his hooligan son. Axl tried to tell me, but he broke down. He didn't have to say anything. | saw the blood.blood 
that would only have been there if the ol' reverend had.." The word stuck in my throat. "If he had.. raped him." 
| didn't have to look to see the jaws dropping behind me. 


"It all makes sense now." Duff whispered behind me. "Why Axl was so against coming here." 


"| promised him that night that we were going to leave together as soon as possible. A week later, we were on 
a bus to LA, and haven't looked back since." 


No one said anything else until we were back at the van, where Axl was pacing the road, angrily chain-smoking 
and Steven was hugging his elephant on the side of the road. 


"What happened here?" | asked Steven, making sure Axl wasn't within hearing distance. 
"Axl saw his dad. He's sorta been freaking out ever since." He whispered. My blood froze at Steven's words. | 


looked back up at Axl to see him light another cigarette between his lips. My best friend was going crazy right 
before my eyes, and | knew there really was nothing | could do to stop him. 


The One Where Steven Tries To Get Duff Laid 


~Duff~ 


| was sitting with Slash and Steven as Izzy went over to talk to Axl like some kind of horse whisperer. The way 
Axl was wigging out, a horse whisperer might actually be needed. Well, if that was the case, this would be the 
right place to find one. Izzy had parked on the side of the road lining some guy's field. It went on for miles, and 
when | stood up, | could see small moving specks roaming across it. They were probably having a better time 
than the three of us were. Izzy had warned us that Axl was like a temperamental dog; he barked and he bit. 


Hard. In other words, we had to sit and wait until he calmed down a little. 


Steven was still muttering to his elephant, and Slash was smoking as he watched the scene before us unfold. | 
almost felt like asking Slash for a cigarette, just as something to do. | didn't need one, didn't even really want 
one. What | really wanted to do is kiss my Slash like we used to, before Axl joined the band. I'd only had the 
opportunity once since this whole thing started, and that wasn't enough. | was used to hourly kisses. My one 
true addiction was driving me crazy, and | couldn't do anything about it. | sighed and Steven stood up beside 


me. 


"Come with me" He said, offering me the hand that wasn't carrying Stacy. | looked up at him and took his hand, 
curiously. Steven dragged me to my feet and pulled me over to the far side of the van, out of the view of 
everyone. Once there, | leaned against the side of the van as Steven paced back and forth, looking like he was 
searching for the right words to start talking to me with. 


"Um..Duff, Stacy pointed out something | think you should know about" He said, slowly. | nodded along, wondering 
where exactly he planned to go with this. 


"Duff, we know. Stacy and |.we know about you and Slash." He finished, a blush forming in his cheeks. My eyes 


widened. 

"H-how?" | stammer, not even trying to cover it up. 

"Well, Stacy figured it out. We saw the two of you making out when we were in Seattle; that was our first big 
clue. Since then, Stacy's been watching how the two of you are together. It's the little things, you know? She 
figured out that you guys aren't just messing around, and you're not just fuck buddies. Duff, you love him, 
don't you?" Steven asked. My heart was racing in my chest, but | tried to keep my cool as well as | could. 

"| do." | said, simply. | ran a hand through my hair to calm myself. "I really do love him." 


Steven looked over his shoulder quickly then approached me, getting a bit too close for comfort. 


"| don't know Axl very well yet, but | do know that as on-edge as he's been, it's going to take Izzy a while to 
calm him down. Probably easily until we have to make the broadcast." He whispered. | raised an eyebrow. 


"What's your point?" Steven rolled his eyes. 
| mean there's time, and we have a pretty roomy van And I'm trying to get you laid" | blushed a little. 


"You want me and Slash to... in the van?" | asked, just to clarify. | still couldn't believe what | was hearing 
Steven say. 


"Don't you want to get down and dirty with your Slash?" He grinned. | looked down and pinched the bridge of 


my nose. 
"Before | answer that, answer me a few things." Steven nodded, implying | should go on 


First, how did you- Stacy figure it out; about Slash and me? Second, why do you want us to.. do it in this 


van?" Steven said nothing for a moment, as if considering my questions carefully. 


"Well, Stacy is really smart. She figures out everything eventually. And | want you to do it because that'll not 
only let the two of you release some steam and pent-up stress, but it'll also make you both happier, which, by 
osmosis or some shit, will make Axl happier. I'll admit the idea weirds me out a little, but Axl also weirds me 


out, and | think he may be nuts. For the common good, will you please just go fuck your boyfriend?" He asked. 


"And how would | ask him? ‘Hey, babe, lets go fuck in the back of the van’ doesn't quite have a convincing feel 
to it" | protested. Steven rolled his eyes. 


"Then go into the van and get naked. I'll get Slash in there with you." he assured, then he turned the corner of 
the van to where Slash was sitting. His words drifted off in secrecy as the conversation drug on. | shook my 
head, knowing | was going to regret what | was about to do, but | opened the van door and removed my shirt 


and boots and set them to the side. 

"Godammit, why am | doing this?" | muttered, facepalming. It was going to be more awkward than the first 
time the two of us had gotten into the sack together. The sound of the van door opening shook me from my 
doubts when | saw the smiling face of my Slash poke in. 

"Mr McKagan? Your secretary said you wanted to fuck me?" He chuckled. | smiled back at him. 

"Do you know why that crazy bastard wanted us to do this?" He asked, shutting the door behind him. 

"He said he wanted us all to be happy. Steven weirds me out, man. | think that elephant of his is filled with pot 
or something." | laughed. Slash didn't say anything; he just took off his hat and pulled his hair back so that | 


could see his face. 


"Have | told you recently how beautiful your face is?" | asked, gently cupping his chin in my hand. He shrugged. 


| can't remember the last time. Maybe it has been too long since we were alone togeth-" | kissed him, cutting 
off his sentence. His lips molded to mine, fitting perfectly with my mouth, as if they were interlocking puzzle 


pieces. When we broke apart, | leaned my forehead against his. 


"We might have to thank Steven after this." 


The One With Some Unfortunate Cockblocking 


Author's Notes: 
A short chapter, | know. But better than nothing, right? 


~AXL~ 


"He can't get you. You're with us." Izzy kept repeating as he rubbed my back. | snuffed out the final cigarette 
from the package Steven had given me and sighed. 


"Nothing is impossible for him. We're sitting right in the middle of the main road, for fuck's sake! He knows 


where we are, and if he listens to the posters you put up, he knows where we're going to be." 


"He's not going to get to you. We'll draw straws for a night watch. You're going to be fine" He assured me. | 


ran a hand through my hair and nibbled on my fingernails, considering his words. 
He has a point 

He'd have to go through a fuckton of trouble to actually get you. 

And you don't think Axl is worth going through a fuckton of trouble for? 


| grit my teeth together. 


"You have a point, Stradlin, but if you're wrong, | swear l'm going to come back and haunt you." | warned. Izzy 


chuckled. 


| can accept that. Cause | know that you're going to be fine. We're only going to be here for a week or two, 


think you can handle it?" | rolled my eyes. 
"Yes, | think | can handle it” 


Good on you, mate. 


"Good" Izzy looked down to check the watch under his sleeve. "We've got about half an hour until we need to 
make the announcement. | should probably check and make sure | can find the right signal and that the 


equipment works." 


| nodded and followed him across the dusty road to the van. The sky was already turning orange from the 
hour. Had it been that long that | was freaking out? It only seemed to be about an hour. Judging by the sky, it 


had been up to four. 

You have really got to get over yourself. 

Yeah, youre going to drag down the whole band if you just keep dicking around like this 

You're going to drag down the whole band anyway. 

Especially if you keep throwing pussy fits like this 

That did it, | needed to see someone about this. Maybe Steven knew something about this. Or Stacy, if | was 
getting desperate. Speaking about Steven, what was he doing leaning against the van, watching us like a guard 


dog. And where were Duff and Slash? 


"Hey, Steve, where is everyone?" Izzy asked, going to open the driver's side door. Steven swatted his hand away 


from the handle. 
"You can't go in there!" He cried, seeming suddenly panicked. Izzy raised an eyebrow. 


"And why the hell can't | go into the van?" Steven's eyes darted around, as if he was trying to come up with a 


feasible story. 
"l, uh, well, Stacy saw a ghost in there!" He blurted out. Izzy pinched the bridge of his nose, exasperated. 
‘Stacy..your stuffed elephant..saw a ghost in this van within the last twenty minutes?" 


"Yup. That is exactly what happened" He declared, rocking on his heels. A thump of something hitting the side 


of the van came from the inside. 
"And what made that sound?" Izzy continued. 


"Duff and Slash." Steven explained. "Before becoming musicians, they were ghost hunters. Didn't you know that?" 
He asked, innocently. 


"Ghost hunters, were they?" | grinned, feeling the irrepressible urge to play this game of fucking with Steven's 
head with Izzy. 


"Yup." 
Another thump sounded out. 


‘Oh, Slash." | heard Duff moan. Steven's face turned bright red immediately, turning him into a short, blond 
tomato. He slapped the side of the van twice. 


"Slash, stop fucking up in there! You gotta get him good" He yelled. All noise stopped from inside the van. 
"Slash keeps letting the ghost go loose, and Duff keeps reprimanding him." Steven muttered, quietly. 
"Steven.are, um, Izzy and Axl-" Duff started. 

"Yup." Steven interrupted. Two voices saying "oh, shit" at the exact same moment could be heard. Izzy's face 
took on an expression combining many different emotions; most notably embarrassment, amusement and a 


small amount of repulsion 


The door opened behind Steven and two disheveled figures came out, both very red in the face. An awkward 


silence filled the air. 


'So..didya guys catch the ghost?" 


The One Where Ax! Makes The Announcement 


~AXL~ 
After the truth was spilled and Steven's ‘Master Osmosis Scheme! was aired, the awkwardness in the air 
slowly lifted, and the incident was forgotten We were all gathered in the van with Izzy fiddling with the 


controls of the radio transmitter and Slash assisting him from shotgun. 

Who else but Slash in shotgun? 

Duff was sitting in the middle, still lightly blushing from being caught, and rubbing the back of his neck. 
Probably sore from doing the do in the back of a van 

Like we really needed to be reminded 

Speaking of reminded... 

| was sitting in the back of the van with Steven, surveying the guys in front of me and prepping the equipment 
for all the expected new trainees. We had brought a few guitars, basses and practice pads to train them on. | 
wasn't too sure what my job at this point would be. | couldn't play shit, and | could barely sing. Maybe | was 
the lookout. 

Steven was just curled up in the corner, talking to Stacy again. 

"| don't know what to do, Stace. They want me to teach people how to play, but | don't know how to teach 
anyone. | barely know how to play. You taught me, so you should teach them." | tried to listen closely for 
Stacy's answer, but there was nothing but silence. "Stacy, | know you're a fucking elephant. But you can talk to 
me, so why can't you talk to them?" Steven asked. 

l'm telling you, Ax. That dude's fucking nuts. 

"So am |." | sighed, putting down the case | was holding. 

"Steve, I've got a problem, and I'm thinking that maybe you can help me." Steven turned to me. 

"What sort of problem? | don't know if you've noticed, but since this whole trip started, everything l've done 
seems to fuck everything up. | almost got us killed by playing the cows game, by having Duff take the detour, 
by trying to stay up late and drinking all those Jolts. Not to mention everyone in this van is extremely tense 
right now because of my idea. So, if you need help from someone, I'm probably the wrong person to ask." He 


sighed. 


The moron probably wouldn't be able to help you get rid of us, anyway. 


| grit my teeth together. "| don't need advice, | need insight." 
"What sort of insight?" Steven asked, perking up a little. 


"Well, uh.." | scratched the back of my head, wondering how exactly | could tell him about my interior 


monologues and Bonzo. 


‘I've got these..voices in my head. Since you've, uh, got Stacy, and she's not exactly..living, | was wondering if 


you knew anything about this kind of thing." Steven looked down at Stacy, seeming thoughtful. 


"Well, | told you the story of how | met Stacy; | just heard a voice directing me to her. It's like she sends her 
words directly into my brain, but | have to talk back. It feels exactly like I'm talking to another person, but l'm 
the only one who can hear her voice. She's explained a little about it. See, before Stacy was an elephant, she 
was just a regular person. A battlefield nurse in Vietnam, actually. Her camp got blown up and she died. Now, 


she's just an elephant.” | blinked a few times in disbelief. 


"So, why do you have her? What voice led you to her?" | asked, actually fascinated by the story. Steven looked 
around the van to see if he was being listened to by one of the other guys. 


"Listen closely, Ax. I've never told anyone this before, and | don't plan to tell anyone else about it" He said, 
looking dead serious. | leaned down to show him | was listening. 


"Stacy isn't the first spirit to live in this elephant. Not even one of the first hundred. There's been a spirit 
inside this elephant body for thousands of years. There's also been someone who's owned the elephant. 
Everyone who ever owned the elephant changed the world somehow. Usually by instructions the elephant gives 
them. Or by newfound skills, like my case. When Stacy was alive, she found the elephant and gained medical 
skills that probably only doctors of 30 years have. Or so she says; she might just be bragging. Long story 
short, when she died, her spirit went into the elephant. She didn't talk to anyone until | found her. The same 
thing will happen to me when | die. I'll be trapped in this elephant for who knows how many years until | find 
whoever's supposed to help the world next. When they die, I'll be moving on to who knows where." Steven 


paused and sighed. 


Its not a future | look forward to. Stacy's always telling me how l'm a pain in the ass, a total fuck-up. 
Especially after the bacon cheese incident. | don't want to have to live in a world where there's no music. | get 
by now, since | can sorta make my own, but if the Resistance fails, and disbands, then there's no music left. | 
can't die and let that happen. It'd be like I'm living in hell. And itll be worse, because I'll know that if | had just 
tried harder, fought harder, | could have fixed it. Goddammit, Axl; I'll never forgive myself if | find out there's 
something | could have done." | could hear Steven's voice break towards the end as he kept trying to tell his 
story. The awkward silence filled the van once more as quiet tears slipped down Steven's cheeks. 


| can't help but notice how the marshmallow gave you no advice on getting rid of us. 


An absolute pity. 
| grit my teeth together and prayed someone would say something soon. 


‘Guys, its almost 1" Izzy called from the front. I'd have to hug him later. | stood from the back and crawled 
to the front of the van. 


"Who's gonna make the announcement?" Slash asked, turning in his seat to look at the rest of us. 

"Well, who sounds most like a no-good hoodlum? We gotta send that idea" Izzy suggested. | felt three sets of 
eyes land on me, as well as Steven's on the back of my head. All three voices in my head started laughing 
hysterically. 

"Do | really sound that menacing?" | asked, rolling my eyes. 


"Yes." All four of them said at the same time. 


"Especially when you're mad. You sound like you could rip off the head of anyone who looked at you wrong." 


Slash added. | turned and glared at him. 
"Yeah, just like that!" He pointed at my face, grinning. 
| snatched the mic from Izzy, still glaring at Slash. "Just tell me what to say." | growled. 


Izzy handed me a sheet of paper with a few words scribbled down on it. "Feel free to swear whenever you feel 
like it" He said, turning on the radio. 


| quickly scanned the sheet, reading the forced, hollow-sounding words. 
Shit, he's gonna do it. 
| dont usually agree with these assholes, but | am now. BAD IDEA! 


"Tell me when, Izz." | said, smirking. Izzy kept his eyes on the clock, then pointed at me when his watch showed 


1:00 exactly. | balled up the paper and threw it to the side. 


"LISTEN UP MOTHERFUCKERS! If you're a member of the honourable Lafayette PD, then get the hell out of 
here, because this broadcast is not for you assholes. This is for the kids who still believe in fucking music! l'm 
part of the Resistance, here for a one-time offer. Come to the crossroads at midnight tonight if you want to 


learn how to play music. Six of us here to teach you. If any of you fucking punks come wired, we'll beat your 


asses. Take our word for it. Midnight at the crossroads." | take my thumb off the button, ending the 


transmission. 


"How was that?" | smirked. 


The One Where Someone Hears The Transmission 


~Yet Unknown Youth From Lafayette~ 
| watched the minutes tick down on the small alarm clock beside my bed. 
6:58 

Two minutes to go.. two too many. 


| leaned back in my bed and pushed my hair out of my face as | studied the flyer | found on the light post a 
few blocks away. It didn't say much, but it didn't need to; anyone who needed to know what it meant would. But 
who would put them up? A lock of hair came detached from behind my ear and drifted down into my line of 
vision. | sighed and tied it all up into a messy bun at the back of my neck to better focus on the task at hand. 
Who put up these posters? And to what purpose? It was about music, no doubt about it. But in Lafayette? No 
one had even mentioned the subject in years. Probably since even before | was born. They had gladly embraced 
the concept of banning the loud ‘noise’. | didn't think it was noise.. but at the same time, | wasn't too familiar 
with it. | only heard what | could afford from the dealers. And with such meager income, it wasn't too much. A 
few notes on a guitar.. a quarter could afford a sting on a drum kit. That was usually all | could afford at one 
time. The dealers around here had little business, but regular customers, since they were the only dealers in 
town. There used to be another guy named Jeff who was around, but he left when | was about 9. | liked Jeff; 
he charged fairly and played well. | guess he decided that the market here wasn't big enough for two dealers. 
Can't say | blamed him. 


6:59 
God, these minutes were slow. 


| fiddled with the little dials on my tiny homemade radio. | had made it myself after mom found me trying to 
use the old one to hack into the radio signals. She had forbidden me to use it; radios were supposed to remain 


antiques, like a telegram or a washboard. 


| sighed and leaned back on my pillows as | adjusted the dials to the frequency on the poster for the 


umpteenth time. Mom meant well, but she was still one of the people who had voted for the music ban. 


"Music drove your father away. He ran away with his friends in a band to tour the world Left me here with 
you. He abandoned us to go and have sex with as many women as possible. That's all what music has become. 
That's why it needs to stop. Maybe then, just maybe... he'll come back to us." Mom had recited a variation of 
that speech a few dozen times every year. She never remarried, never even dated again She was always 


waiting for Dad to come back. 


The final few seconds before Tpm were upon me, and | watched the small lock with baited breath, my finger 


prepared to flick the switch on my tiny, homemade device. The battery was a shitty quality, and | had about a 


minute to listen before it died. 

10..9.8.7.6.. 

| flicked the switch, praying the voice | expected to hear come out wasn't going to be too loud. 
5.4.3.2. 

Jesus Christ, this was nerve-wracking. My hands were absolutely shaking. 

„LLISTEN UP MOTHERFUCKERS!" 

The sudden scream made me drop the radio on my bed in surprise. Goddamn, he was loud. 


"F youre a member of the honourable Lafayette PD, then get the hell out of here, because this broadcast is not 
for you assholes This is for the kids who still believe in fucking music!" 


| started grinning. This was it; the real deal. 


‘lm part of the Resistance, here for a one-time offer. Come to the crossroads at midnight tonight if you want to 
learn how to play music. Six of us here fo teach you If any of you fucking punks come wired, we'll beat your 
asses. Take our word for it. Midnight at the crossroads." 


The transmission finished and the signal went dead. | turned off my radio and stuffed it under my bed to hide 
it from Mom. They really weren't fucking around. This was really real. The Resistance had sent b people to 
teach us music. It was incredible.. Almost too good to be true. They sounded genuine, and seemed like they 
knew what they were doing, but this could be a scam. I+ probably was. Just so the cops could bring in kids who 
planned to break the law. | had a 50/50 chance to be arrested. But even if there was the smallest chance to 
hear music again.. to learn from professionals.. maybe | could even become an actual musician, deal for myself. 
The risk was there, but it was a risk | was willing to take. They said midnight... looks like | had 5 hours left to 


wait. 
~3 hours and 45 minutes later~ 


The only light in my room was coming from the tiny candle | had set up on my desk while | made sure | had 
everything | needed. It wasn't like | was going on a long trip with no promise of return, but | wanted to be 
prepared in case | had to hide out. If | was caught, I'd get in serious trouble. Everyone who was there would. 
But doubly so if they were holding an instrument or, God forbid, playing one. Since it was such an odd flyer 
covering every light post and window, it almost certainly caught the attention of some sort of authority. | 
didn't know quite how prepared all these musicians were for this, but | hoped they'd have a backup plan 


Otherwise, we were all fucked... 


| zipped my bag up and slung it over my shoulder as | draped my hood over my head. Perfectly ready to 
commit some sort of crime. It was still a few hours before the transmission had said to gather, but | also had 
a long way to go. | blew out the candle quickly and scampered my way past my sleeping mom's bedroom out 


the front door and into the street, which | knew would pretty soon be filled with like-minded individuals, all 
looking to be part of the solution 


~Duff (Approximately 20 or so minutes later)~ 


| would not have wanted to be Axl once the transmission ended. With the earful Izzy gave him about ‘not being 
so fucking obvious’ and ‘| gave you a goddamn script for a reason’, its a wonder he wasn't as widely heard as 


the transmission itself. At least the attention wasn't on Slash and me anymore. 


Assignments had been given and were in the process of being carried out. Izzy had armed us with the proper 
devices and weapons in the likely event of a bust; mostly stun guns, but he had assured us if it all went to 
hell, he had an actual one. Therefore, he was on lookout with Axl, the two of them patrolling the area as night 
slowly fell and it was getting harder to see. Steven and | were unpacking the equipment from the back of the 
van onto the field behind it. And Slash was working on a hookup to get us electricity. All in all, it was going 
relatively smoothly, and we still had another hour before we expected people to show up. It was still a wild 
card if they even would or not. Maybe Jimmy had been wrong about this place, maybe these kids would be 
just as close-minded and conservative as their parents. God, | hoped not. This was too fucking far to go, and 


too much fucking work just to have it all blow up in our faces. 
"Hey, Duff? | think there might be someone coming." | heard Steven murmur behind me. 
"Friend or foe?" | asked, whirling around to look in the same direction as the smaller blonde. 


"I can't fucking tell. They're too far away." Steven protested. | squinted at the horizon to make out what 


seemed to be someone running towards us with a flashlight. 

"There's just one.. shouldn't be a cop." | mused. "Warn Izzy. Get everyone ready." 

Steven nodded and dashed off towards the pacing guitarist. | watched Izzy nod and wave Axl over. The small 
light in the distance was growing clearer with every passing second. Whoever it was was really booking it. 
Almost like they were running for their lives. 

A few feet beside me, Izzy drew his gun and aimed it at the person. 


"Gonna open with the classic ‘who goes there", zz?" Steven chuckled. Izzy rolled his eyes at the drummer. 


"And draw even more attention? Hell, no. We wait, we observe, then, if necessary, we shoot." | could see Steven 


tense up. His constantly-present smile vanished into a look of unarguable seriousness as he nodded. 


All five of us were glaring at the horizon as the person carrying the flashlight began to come into view. It was 


a kid, no doubt about it. 
"Are you guys the musicians?" A voice called to us. Sounded feminine. 
"Who wants to know?" Izzy yelled back, raising his gun in preparation. 


"Don't shoot! | just wanted to learn to play." The kid protested. She turned off her flashlight and stopped 
running. Without the light in my eyes, | could see her clearly. She was an older kid, early teens, | figured. 


"Who are you?" Izzy continued, his voice sounding less harsh as he lowered his weapon 
"Scarlet" The kid smiled. "Scarlet Martin. | think you might know my dad. He was a musician too." 


"Well, who was your dad?" Steven asked, seemingly already warming up to Scarlet. "Mom doesn't talk about him 
much, but l'm pretty sure his name was Jimmy Page. Have you heard of him?" 


The One Where Steven Has His First Monologue 


~Axl- 

"Jimmy Page, you said?" Izzy asked, incredulously. 

"Yeah. Mom said he played guitar and went off with his band, and that's why he left us.” Scarlet shrugged. 
Did Page have a kid? 

Yeah, just one with some model. What are the odds? 

"Did you come alone?" Duff demanded, his arms crossed. He had the serious look in his eye. His ‘lm-a-dealer- 
so-if-you-fuck-with-me-you-get-shanked-understood?* look. If he had been inside the Whiskey, or anywhere 


where he had the advantage of surprise, this kid would probably have his blade against her throat. 


"Yes, l'm alone." She said, sounding sort of irritated that she had to go through the shake-down again. "Want to 
do a strip search? There's no wire, either." Duff blushed slightly. 


"That won't be necessary. You're just here so early.. reason enough for suspicion, wouldn't you say?" Scarlet 


shrugged. 

"You're not from around here, are you? The kids who live here are either addicted to music, or addicted to 
hating it. There's no in between, and no one is indifferent. It's a black and white with no shade of gray. People 
are going to show up really fast. | just wanted to make sure | allowed myself enough time to get here" She 


explained. 


| leaned against the side of the van, listening to her talk. It was something about this kid.. she just rubbed me 


the wrong way. 


Mate, she just reminds you of this place. You hate the fucking town, so by extension, you dislike everyone who 


lives here and embodies it. She's a good kid. You can trust her. 
What, do you know her personally or something? 
| do, as_a matter of fact. Since she was a wee one. 


| bit my lip to try and numb out the back-and-forth conversation inside my head. Bonzo had a point of me 
judging her too soon, but she was just so.. 


Cocky? 


Snooty? 
Know-it-all-ish? 
Odd. 


The guys were absolutely bombarding her with questions that she seemed to be answering with ease. Mostly 


about her previous experiences with music. 
"| usually spend about half my allowance on music. Even just a quarter in the street gets me something. These 
guys are absolutely desperate for work, but not desperate enough that they lower their prices. There was 


another guy a few years back, but he left” 


"You ever try to play anything?" Steven asked, hugging Stacy tightly to his chest. It was difficult to tell if he 


was nervous, ecstatic or just retaining his regular puffball-like demeanor. 
Knowing Steven, probably all three. 

"Yol Izz! There's more coming!” Slash called, looking at the horizon behind us. 
"Cops?" Izzy asked quietly, his hand quickly grasping the gun at his hip. 


"Kids. An absolute fuckton of them." Slash declared. Steven quickly hopped onto the hood of the van, then the 


roof to get a higher view of the oncoming barrage. 

"Prepare yourselves, gentlemen, for a stampede approacheth." He declared, watching the horizon grow lighter. 
"The fuck are you talking about, Steve?" Duff muttered, looking up. 

"A stampede of youth who want nothing more than to pick up a guitar and to make it sing and screech. Or to 
lift a horn to their lips and have it shout. Or even to partake in the artistry of the oldest instrument, the 
humble drum kit. And we are here to teach! Be their masters and send forth a new generation of artists to 
each be the masters for the generation after. This is the start of a legacy, gentlemen! A night that will 
forever go down in history as the night that this small midwestern town became the music hub of midwest 
America." 

The furball's got a screw loose.. 

Glad we can finally agree on something, Bonham. 


He carries around a stuffed elephant and talks fo it, and youre only figuring he's nuts now? 


lm ready, Steve." Slash nodded, looking up at the blonde drummer. 


‘lm in" Duff grinned. Izzy blew a few strands of hair out of his eyes and nodded, the brief curl of a smile 


creeping onto his face. 
The four of them turned to me, expectantly. | shrugged. 


"Fuck it, if we're going down, may as well go down making the biggest fucking noise possible." 


The One With The President 


~3rd Person~ 


Across thousands of miles of land and a few bodies of water, the remnants of what had once been the White 
House stood overtop a military base nearly a mile underground. It was the headquarters of the current 
government of the United States Of America, which was still legally called a democracy, but more closely 
resembled a dictatorship. Those in charge had been so for nearly 30 years, and had transformed America into 
their vision of a perfect society. Music and everything and everyone related to it had been gone for I5 perfect 
years. Sure, there were a few slip-ups now and then, every plan had them, but for such a big change, a few 


revolts by a dwindling terrorist group was nothing to be ashamed of. The President had made sure of that. 


That evening, he was seated at the head of the enormous pine table that filled the centre of the base, along 
with his Directors, who attended to his every affair. A few moments after the Tpm. call, a new notice was 
spat out through the fax machine. The Director of Notices stood from his chair and quickly scurried over, 
ripping the sheet away from the machine. He read it over quickly, his face paling with every word. 


"Mr President? There's been, uh, there's been a revolt in Indiana" He stammered, his hands quaking as he 


handed The President the notice. 


‘Lafayette, hmm?" The President murmured, reading over the notice. "Have the terrorists been apprehended 


yet?" 


The Director of notices shook his round head nervously. "The Lafayette police aren't sure of the proper 
protocol. It's their first revolt and, in all honesty, Mr President..." The Director Of Notices took a moment to 
swallow and push his glasses up the bridge of his nose. "In all honesty, they're afraid.” 


"Indeed any law-abiding citizen would be." The President nodded thoughtfully. "Do they know who the terrorists 
are yet?" When the Director Of Notices shook his head, The President stood to address the entire table. 


‘Directors, you all know how seriously | take terrorists. They will not be permitted in the country. I'm aware of 
the threat hiding somewhere in Seattle, and this minor group has obviously been sent by them. We'll never get 
rid of the weed by only cutting off its branches, because itll only grow bigger and stronger. We need to stomp 
out this weed at it's roots. The Resistance itself must be exterminated. Directors of Espionage and of War, 
prepare your troops. Director of Intelligence, learn all you can of this minor group. If they are teaching 
children, it will poison the entire generation within a few years. And finally, Directors of Apprehension and of 
Assassination, | want troops in Lafayette. The leader of the group is to be brought back here, and the rest are 
to be.. disposed of" The Directors assigned tasks stood up and left the room in a hurry, preparing eagerly to 
fight against the terrorists. 


The President sighed and pulled out a cigarette from his breast pocket and lit it. 


"These are dark times we are living in, my friends." He admitted to the rest of the Directors. "When we fear 
for the safety of every American from this group who continues to slip through our fingers.. because of 
Page. He's become the overlord of the Resistance now that we have Clapton in our custody. I'm certain of it” 


The room sat in complete silence as they watched The President take deep breaths of the cancerous smoke. 
Everyone wished to say something, but no one quite knew what. Until the Director Of Intelligence came back 


into the room with an armload of files under her arm. 


"Mr President, | have with me almost the entire life stories of the minor group we're dealing with in 


Lafayette." The President smiled at her and stubbed out his cigarette against the table. 


"Who are they?" He asked, leaning forward in interest. The Director Of Intelligence beamed as she slid the first 
page under the projector. An enormous picture of Izzy appeared on the screen, obviously taken without his 


knowing so. 


"The biggest name we could find was that of Izzy Stradlin, birth name Jeffery Dean Isbell. Only member of the 
group to have been spotted with Jimmy Page and working with the Resistance. Born and raised in Lafayette, 
Indiana, he left five years ago to pursue employment in Los Angeles with his childhood friend, William Bruce 
Bailey, also known as William Bruce Rose." The Director Of Intelligence slid in a new page under the projector and 


Axl's mugshot appeared on the screen. 


"Him. However, since leaving Lafayette, he is more commonly referred to as Axl Rose, or W. Axl Rose. 
Warrants for his arrest are still open in Lafayette." The page was swapped, showing a photo of Slash and Duff 
playing guitar and drums. 


"These two were well-known dealers in Los Angeles, but never confirmed as part of The Resistance. The blonde 
one is Michael Andrew ‘Duff McKagan, and the other is Saul ‘Slash’ Hudson. No photos of this man's face 
currently exist” A final picture was slid under the projector, showing a security camera photo of Steven 
yelling at clerks with his feet buried under a pile of stuffed animals and an elephant in his hand. 


"This one is Michael Coletti, better known as Steven Adler. He has next to no background information, besides a 
pilot's license, no place of residence, no next of kin, and has been spotted all over North America. His connection 
to the group is unknown, and he has been nowhere the Resistance has been spotted, besides Lafayette. We 
suspect the one to have made the transmission to have been Mr Bailey-Rose, but as of yet, there is no 


confirmation" The Director Of Intelligence placed her enormous, overtilled folder in front of The President. 


"Bring me Isbell. Rose, too. We can use them to get each other to talk" The President declared, backing away 
from his chair. "And bring me the heads of the other three." 


